| Diſtreſsd Innocence : © 


| OR, THE 
\ Painceſs of Perſia, 
A Tragedy. 


As it is Ad ar the Theatre Royal 
by Their Majeſties Servants. 


Written by E. SETTLE. 


- Ut ridentibus arrident, ita flentibys — - 
 Humani vultus : Si vis me fere dolendum eff 
Primun ipſs Tibi, tunc tua me infortunia ledent = 
Telephe vel Pele. ooo | 
2 Horat. de Arte Poetici. 


| 


OY CE" 


| L'O ND 0 N, 
| Printed by E*7. for Abel Roper at the Mitre near Temple» 
ee net 4: Bar in Fleet-Street. 16g.  - - 


SY 
- 


4 os | C f > 
, i (7 | 


Fo the Right Honourable 


| Tohn Lord Cats, 


Baron of Ciowran. 


My LORD,. | 
'Eroick Virtue is of that Llniverfal Attraction, that 
| in the crowd of her Admirers, the Myſes in duti- 
& ous Homage mult make a part of her Train. For 
© .-underthe Umbrage ofthe Valiant and the Brave, they can- 
not ſeek a Nobler Patronage then where they find their 
Nobleſt Theme : Nobleſt indeed, when the Memorials of 
tme hardy Warth tune their Loftieſt Ayres, and fill their _ 
largeſt Volumes: And in that Claſs, poflibly,no Merit ſtands 
higher than Your Lordſhips. For War has been your Early 
Study ;' nor has the Age known a more Forward Proficient 
in the Schoal of Arms than Your Lordſhip. From your Firſt 
Honourable Wounds before the Walls of Bxds, to your 
Laft before thoſe of Limerick ; the no leſs Favourite of the 
Great \Ljarraiz, than of the Greater Naſſau, You have been 
| RR, = wholly 


| | e Epriſile Deatcatory. . | 
wholly Train'd up under that Sacred Gamaliel, HONOUR. 
Nor has Your Cauſe been leſs Glorious than Your Courage ; 
The Common Foes of Chriftendowt have been the mark of 
your Sword ;. You brought it fluſht from againſt the more 
declining Turkiſh, to Engage it againſt the more prevailing 
Peck Thrant; From combating the Leſs, to draw it againſt 
the Greater Infidel. The Fervor of this Laſt warm Zeal 
brought You from the Imperial Leopold's to .the Royal 
 Williawrs Standart. And to ſum up Your juſt due in that 
trueſt Glory of an Engliſhman: Not Hannibal was a more 
| Sworn Foe againſt the Old, than Your Lordſhip againſt the 

New Rome. 

But all theſe Excellent Qualifications, theſe united Mar- 
tial Virtues, are not the only influencing Powers that have 
fer you ſo fair a Mark to the Ambition of the Addreſſl ing 
Muſes. They have ſeen you wear the Impreſs of the Great 
Pallas on your Shield, under her double Chara&er, not 
only as the Goddeſs of Arms, but of Wit too: And there- 
fore they plead ſome kind of Juſtification- in preſuming to 
take Shelter, where they. have formerly received Honour. 
*Tis with theſe Conſiderations that This Play, much his Beſt, 
-and (as Written by ſo Unfriended' an Author') not' un- | 
fortunate, begs your Protection. T 'confeſs from: a more | 
Favourite Pen it might have made a fairer Figure, and con- | 
fequently have been a more acceptable Preſent : For Poetry | 
in this Age holds its value not from” the 'Scerling but. the | 
Stamp. A Celebrated Minion Writer ſhall be-able:to pals 
even IriſÞ Coyne Currant, when a Hated Scribler; 'under 
Pique and Prejudice, ſhall hardly bring Bullion and Plate | 
into Play. And in my hard 7 enter Pe even beyond 
Expectation, I am bound to thank + my-kindeſt Stars that 'T 
cou'd come within Fifty pey Cert fucceks of ' my happier 
Brothers of the Quill. How. : 


Fr _ —XF 
9 


RL 


ww fp PF ww FYu C0 


IF 


\- However, I muſt ill 

not only to: the kind Audience, bue likewiſe to the kind 
Company, whoi amongſt other Favours, were pleaſed to 
be at the Charge of dreſſing my Play to ſo much Advan- 
tage. : But above all I muſt make my publick Acknow- 
ledgments to Mr. Betterton for his ſeveral extraordinary 
Hints to the heightning of my beſt Characters, nor am I a 
little indebted to Mr. Mortfort, for the Laſt Scene of my 
Play which he was ſo kind to write for me. And now if 
it meet ſo favourable a Reception in Print, as to move ſome 
part of that Compaſſion in the Reading, as it did in the 
Afing I have gain'd my point : and for ſome Recommen- 
dation to the Reader, whatever Fiction I have elſewhere 
interwoven, the Diftreſſes of Hormidas and Cleomira are true 


Hiſtory. 


But after all this Encouragement, with what ſhame mult . 
T look back on my long Ten Years filence. Alas, I was 
grown weary of my little Talent in Innocent Drama- 
zicks, and forfooth muſt be rambling into Politicks : And: 
much T have got by't, for, I thank 'em, they have undone 
me- + And truly when impertinent Buſy Fools in my little 
poſt, in the name of Frenzy muſt aſpire to State-Champi- 
ons, though their Pens are drawn even on the Right ſide,, 
they deſerve no better Fate. We read of che Unfortunate: 
Zeal of the Officious Vzzah. Ler Government like the 
Ark, of Old, be upheld by its proper Supporters in God's: 
Name; and all intermeddling uncommiſlion'd Hands, as a 
juſt Judgment upon 'em, meet my Reward.. 


t=—— — Ne ſutor altra Crepidans: 


— 


And! 


own my ſelf indebted on all Hands, 6 1 


And now, after all my repented Follies, if an Unhappy 
Stray into Forbidden Grounds, ( like Trizcnlo from his 
Dukedom where he was almoſt ſtarv'd int ) may be per- 
mitted to return to his Native Province, I am reſolved to 
quit all pretenſions to State-craft, and honeſtly ſculk into 
a Corner of the Scage, and there die contented. 

Nor is it with any little Pride that I return to thac Poſt, | 
when it gives me the Occaſion of writing my ſelf, _ | - 


My Lord, 
Your Lordſhips moſt Humble 1.4 


and mot Devoted Servant, 


ATE 0 DOR SOUR 6 0 lf 1 
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E. SETTLE. | 
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EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. KNIGHT 
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Hat! Alamort at our dull whining Play! 
V/ Can no Love pleaſe you in an honeſt way? 
Conſider, "tis but only here we AG it, 
When we are our ſelves, we dowt ſo much afſett it. 


Women admire Inconſtancy like you, 


Both in their Love, and their Religion 200. 

Variety is acceptable to all, 

Dying for one, hang't, "tis unnatural. 

They value neither Principle nor Beauty. 

He that pays moſt and ft performs his Duty : c 
Nere fear, ſo long your Ladies will be true to ye. 

But this is. _ Cpl, to our Poet, | 
He knows youve 'Malice, and he fears you't ſhow 4. 
In vain the hopes of pleaſing you we cheriſy, 

Fou hatethe-Alnthor, and the Play nmſ8 periſh: 

IF [o, my Maſters, "tis a little hard, 

Has he [o Sinnd, that bes dll Mercy barr'd? 

Fle has chang*d Sides, *tis true, but Sirs, I pray, 

E he the only Scribbler went Aſtray ? 

No ſure, he has ſome changeable Cameleon Brother ,, 
He*s not the only pye-bald Son of Engliſh Mother. 
Fowe're the Boxes ſmiles, we hope to find - 

Thoſe fair unangry Stars will be more kind. 

And. fare in Juffic this Chaſt Piece will ſpare, 

For their own Sacred Image capyd there. 


Actors 


Actors Names. 


Tadigerdes King of Perſza. | Mr. Bowman. 
| Hormidas his General and Nephew 
Chriſtian. Ph 5 "2 Mr. Montfort. 
Theodofins,-a young Prince, a Chriſtian. Mr. Powell. 
Andas, a Chriſtian Biſhop. _- Mer. Hodoſox. 
Cleontes a jolly Lord, Foſter-Father to 
Cleomira. c Nor Bright. 


Nearchus, Friend to Theotlofi as. 
Otrantes, a Malecontent and Conſpicatort _ 
againſt Hormidas. Mr. Kynaſtor. 


Rugildas his Confederate. Mr.'Sandford. 

| | Cr. Freeman. 
Three Perſian Mag: Prieſts of the Sun. SM. Baker. : 

Mr Verkruggan. | | 

An Infant Son of Hormidas. 


Artaban, 
Gobrias, j Perſians. 
Briomar 
Ortagan, 


Orundana, Daughter of 1/digerdes. Mrs. Barry. 
Cleomira, VVite of Hormidas, a Lady of 
an unknown Birth, a Chriſtian. : co —ts Mos 


"Doranthe, Siſter to Orantes, and V Vitfe 
to Cleontes. 


q Mrs. Corey. ; 


Celinda,” | 
and VVomen to. Cleomira. 
Lorella, | 


Guards, Attendants, &xc. 
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The Princeſs Orundana, attended by Women. 


Orund, W ST not enough that Iam born © a Crown, 
Heireſs of Per/zz, Heireſs to fo large 
A ſhare of the divided Globe, thoſe vaſt 
Extended Bounds of Empire, that our God 
The Sun, with his wing'd Courſers of the Skies, 
Makes: aimoli half his Mornings Race to travel ? 
And to all theſe I have a King and Father 


! That reigns the Terror of the World, whoſe Sword 


Curs with ſo keen an Edge that regiſtring Fame 
Has blunted her tir'd Pen bur to Record 


- The Kingdoms he has won: And yet not all 


Thoſe ſtrong Foundations of Imperial Glory, - 


” : Not all theſe rooted Pillars can ſupport me. 
*: A bold Supplanter of my Blood and Birth-righc 


* Stands ready with the very lighted Brand 


[. Fas turn'd the Ballance of Almighty Juſtice 
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To ſet my Royal Pyramid a blazing. q - 
Exter Otrantes. 
Otrant. Health to the fair Divinity of Per/a, 
Health to your Hopes, your Fame, your Peace, your Glory. 
Now your juſt Title's heard 5 your pond'rous Cauſe 


nd all che Smiles of ever-favouring Providence 
Declare for Orundana! This bleſt day © © 
Brings home the haughty Rival of your Birth, 
And yields him to your Pow'r. 
Orund, Yes, kind Otrantes, 
I have at laſt unſeal'd the deafen'd Ears 
Of the Incredulous King; ſo haunted him 
With the long Gorgon of his Daughters Wrongs, 
That now, his Eyes enlightened by my dangers, 
He tees this towring Eagle mount too high, 
And is reſolved to clip his foaring Wings. © 
Otrant. Clip 'em ! Yes, that great work th' impending Weight 
Of your avenging Influence has begun 
Already. 
Oruzd. True, Otrantes : Was't not worthy 
My great Revenge to have the h2ughty Infolent 
Calld home Yth' height of all his ws Irnaer 


CUI 
No lels chan the proud Empire of the Weſt 
Juſt truckliag co his Sword ; the loſt 4rcadine, 
A Succeſſor .of the Immortal Conftantine, 
Haif trotter'd from his Throne ! Was it not brave 
Tp work my jealous Father to recal him 
Juſt in that glorious Hour ? : 

Otrant. Yes, Madam, to recal him: in the head of 
Two Hundred Thouſand conquering Per/iazs, almaſt 
Entring the very Gates of Conſtantinople ; | 
To rein his proud Triumphant Chariot back, 

Juſt criving to ſo vaſt a Grove of Laurels, 
Was ſuch a check to his Ambitious Pride —— 
But he delerves 1t all. | : 

Or4nd. Delerves it > Traytor ! : 

"Tis rrue he's Nephew to the Crown; his Veins 
Run Royal Blood, and next my nearer ſelf 

He's Heir of Per/za 3 but t aſcend her Throne, 
Whilſt my Imperial interpoſing Birth-right 
Confronts his impious Plea, is that loud Treaſon —— 

Otrant. Alas! His Treaſon is not half ſo monſtrous 
As th* Hypocritical Mask that covers it. 

Methinks 1 hear him till (for 1 ſhall never 
Forget the Artful Accents ) when .his Arm 

Claipt round my Neck, and with a heaving Sigh, 
As deep as if a Pang of Conſcience breath'd it, 
He cryed—— 'Tis hard my Friend, 'tis very hard 
T? exclude her from a Throne. Burt do not think 
A lawleſs wiſh of wild Ambition turns 

This mighty Hinge : Far, far be :that vile Taint 
Ev'n from my Souls leaſt Thought. No, :my Otraztes, 
Neceſlity, invincible Neceflity, 

The Exigence of State, an Empires Safety, 

And the Worlds Peace Command ir. 

Orurd, Exquiſite Fiend ! 

Otrant. *Tis true, ſhe's Heireſs of the Crown of Per/ras 
And the great Blood of Royal I54zgeraes 
Fills her rich- Veins with an Immortal Treaſure 
And © heap the Maſs Divine, ſhe has ſo much Beauty, 
A ſecond Alexander might be proud to knee! to, 

To raiſe a Race of Monarchs for the Univerſe. 
But ſtill the's buc a Woman : and the $cepter, 
The Perſian Scepter weilded by a Woman ! | 

Oraund. A Woman! Death, a Woman ! Can the Villain 
Forget that the great Foundreſs of our Empire | 
Semiramts her ſelf was but a Woman ! 

Semiramis, That rais'd the wondrous Walls 


Of our proud Babylor 5; Stmiramis 
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: That reign'd, fo teign'd 5: and tho no' moFo than Women, 
' Stands that recorded all Divine Origirial ; 

* That Pettyer Kings, her poorer Succeflors, 

* Shine bur like waning borrowing Moons beneath her 3 
- Their boaſted Manhoods all bur fainter Copies 

: Of one unimitable Female Glory. 

: And what does the falſe Slave read in my Eyes, 

Bur that the glorious Ora74danas wears 

A Soul, can buoy . up Empire to a height, 

- Sublime, as e're the proud Semzrramss raiſed it ? 
 Otrant. Madam, I fear I have too rudely moved 

' Your Royal Genius with this hated Subject 

When I have fo often tired your facred Patience 


. » With the ungrateful ſounds. 


Orund. So often! No, 
' Id'e have my Wrongs alarum'd in my Ears, 
' Repeated oftner than my very Prayers 3 
[Tt whets my Vengeance keen, the Edge wou'd ruſt elſe. 
: She who wou'd {ing Revenge muſt play the watchful Philowel 
” Hold the ſharp-pointed Thorn againſt her Breaſt 
' To keep her Ayres awake. 
: Otrant. To my beſt Withes! 
- My excellent Royal Engine! C Afrde. 
: Orund. Yes, Otrantes, 
:If Vengeance be the God's, and as they fay,, 
: There's Mulick in their Sphears z *cis ſure, Revenge, 
*Thar fills th* Immortal Harmony: I am certain 
:Were I a God, and fate to tune the Stars, 
 Seraphick Raptures, Beatifick V ifions, 
:Angelick Bliſs, and Everlaſting Quires, 
*All, all together joyn'd, Divine Revenge 
"Would found a Note below thee. 

Enter Perſian Mage. 

: I Mag. Royal Madam ! 
We come the Harbingers to Fortune's Minion, 
'The proud Hormidas, who returns Triumphant, 
Like a tall Veſſel, bounding as he moves 
With his gay Flags, and all his glittering Streamers. 
| Orund, Yes, Gaudy Thing ! his glittering Streamers fly 5 
Bur when I raiſe the Mountain Waves beneath him : 
When Fare is in the Wind, and the rough Billows : 
Pear Ruine round his Head ; then tell me © - 
What glictering thing you find him, | 
; 2 Mag. True, bright Heroine ! | | : 
Wake, wake our Altar's Champion, and your own ; c, 
on{1der how th' effeminate Indulgence b | —F_ 
Df, our tame Monarch has ſupinely ſuſfer'd 


(4) 
An upſtart Chriſtian Se& of Worſhipers 
To ſpread a Canker'd Weed through his whole Empire 3 
Whilſt this Aſpirer, their Apoſtate Leader 
Mounts up their Faction's Head, his whole Ambition 
Too rznk a Cyon from that Root, Religion, i 
3 Mag. Thus with your Birthright, th' Empire of our God 
Is threatned too, and this Gigantick Rebel | 
At once dares Battail Heaven and Orundara. 
Orund; Yes; Let the Audacious Rebel Battail Heav'n, 
And Heav'n zs tamely bear't : Burt from that hour 
He durſt but lift a Thought againſt my Head, 
I have hozrded up thoſe Shafts, thoſe Bolts of Vengeance; 
Shall ſtrike him Headlong, plunging, ſinking, drowning, 
Bzlow where Heav'n has even the Thought of puniſhing. 
Enter the King, and the Ghriſtian Biſhop Audas. - Guards and Attendants. 
K:zg. Well, Chriſtian, for your Prayers you have my Thanks; 
And if that Power, you kneel to, has ſtood up 
That Friend and Champion of my Throne to ſhew you 
His Favours are not wholy undeſerv'd, 
Our kind Protection of your Chriſtian Altars 
Has paid the Debt we owe, 
Biſh. Yes, Royal Sir ; 
Your kind Protection of our Chriſtian Altars 
Stands your Recorded Monument.In all 
Thoſe Thouſand and Ten Thouſand Chriſtian Proſelytes, - 
Thraugh all vour ſpacious flouriſhing Per/7a Empire, | 
Not one Knee bends to the Eternal Throne 
Without a Prayer for Royal Iſazeerdes. 
1 Mag. That croaking Poyſoner hanging at his Ear ! 
All is not well, my Brother, when that Night-Bat 
Rovers fo cloſe there. (Afar, whiſpering to the other Mag. ] 
Bifh. Yes, Illuitrious Monarch 
By you our Chriſtian Incenſe perfumes Heav'n ; 
And Heav'n inits juſt Gratitude points down 
Irs pendant Bleſſings on your darling Brow. 
Does your Sword vanquith, and enrolling Fame 
Swell Volumes with your Conqueits?: Does the World 
Tremble before you ? Yes, the Chriſtjans God 
Leads forth your Hoſts, and combats on your fide. 
* Renownand Victory are {worn your Vaſlals, 
. And *tis the Trump of: Angels ſounds your Glory. [ Trumpets and Shouts.]. 
, Enter: Rugildas. *' | 
Rugild. Dread Sir, a Quire of Univerſal Joy 
And ecchoing Triumph fil] theſe Sacred Walls ; 
The great Hormidas your Vietorious General, 
S3luted with reſounding 16 Pears, ; 
Welcom'd with all the Breath of Fame, retirns. | 
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Bi. Yes Sir, this ſhining Leader of. your Arms returns: 
And if his rowling Glory as it moves, _ 
Gathers the Tribute of the World before him, 
He begs Admirtance as your faithfa! Treaſurer, 
T* unload the ſplendid Maſs, his Hoard of Honours . 
At their great Maſters Sacred Royal Feet. 
Orand. Rhetorical Prieit, there netds not all this Flourith: 
His Actions {peak themſelves without a Trumpet. 
Ezxter Hormidas, Theodoftus, and Attendants. [Trum my 
Horm. My Roval Lord, Thus kneeling, and Thus bleſs'd, [&xeets 
From ail my humble Pilgrimage of Honour, 
My poorer Race of Fame, and Toyls of War, 
Tranſlated to this more-exalted Glory, 


' ?Tis here I Crown my conſummated Blils. 


King. Riſe, my Hormndas, Rite. 
Horm. No, my Dread Lord, 
I have a ſecond Duty yet unpaid: | 
T hat Sovereign Fair, the Riting Star of Empire, 
Commands my bended Knee [To Orundana. 
Orund, No, rife Hermndas: | 
You that coirmand the Knees of Nations, ſtand 
Adorn'd with Wrezths too proud to ſtoop thus low. x, 
Horm. Proud, Madam ! If I am proud *tis when I kneel : [ries 
Proud, that from conquer'd Kingdoms I bring home V7 . 
A Homager to the Imperial Orznaana. 
| Or-and, A Homager ! Fawning Infidel ! '  [afide. 
Hora, But Sir, 
Ere I preſent you with your meaner Laurels, 
Firſt let me cender you the proudeſt Trophy 
Of all your D-zling Glories, this Young Prince, | 
Heir t9 the Weſtern Empire. | [preſents hizz Theodoſius: 
King. Theoaoftus ! | 


The Greaz Arcadrm's Son! True, kind Hormiaas, 


This is indeed my p: >udeſt Trophy, 
Theed. Oh Sir, 
Take heed how you receive me from that Hand. 
No, let we give wy elf; for the too Generous 
Eormidas wil but over-prize the Preſent. 
Hori. Returniog in your Conquering Armies Hezd, 
(Art your Command) with this {urprizing Preſent, | | 
Tos more farprizing Embaſhe was ſent me. | 
Go, Valiant Leader. and returning tell 
Your Maſter, that TriumphantiPergan Monarch, 
His Vanquith'd Enemy, charmi'd with the Glories 


Of bis 1}luſtrious Conqueror, preſents, him - x 
His Sca and Empires Heir, his Pupil and his Nurſery : TITS 
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That tais'd and traird' vp in the School of Honour, 

Under fo great a Maſter in the Arc 

Of War, astne Invincible Tſargerdes, 

He may waſh off a bluſhing Empires ſhame, 

The Son Retrieve that-Famme the Father loſt; 

Theod. Yes Sir, from my own Native barrner Soyl 

Of Glory, his kind'Hand rranſplants' me here, 

Into your warmer Sun, your fairer Royal Garden, 

T* enrich my humbler Growrhy and bids me tell you 

An Enemy begs this Royal Grace. 
Fave. An Enemy! | 

No, from this hour a Friend. Oh kind Arcads us ! 

So generous and fo vaſt a Truſt has cancel!l'd . 

_ The Name of Foe, and a new Bond: of Honour 
' Ties my Eternal Friendſhip. Yes, Dear Prince, 
Cometo my Arms, my Arms,thou dear Adoption; CEmbracingTheodofius. 
_ A Father gives thee, and a Father takes thee. : 
Orund, The Weſtern Empires Heir! Methinks there's ſomething 


Whiſpers my Piide:- and-rells me that the Crowns  [affde, looking on 
Of Conſtantine and Cyrus joyn'd together Theodoftus 


Would make a. Chaplet worthy of my wearing, 
Kz#ng, But, my Hormidas, while I trear thee: as 

A Conqueror, I forget to Impeach thee as 

A Criminal. 

Horm. A Criminal ! 
King. Yes, Hormidas, | 

I have a Charge againſt thee of fo black 

A Die, as Sullies all thy Victories. 

There have been bufie Whiſpers in my Ears, 

That thou aſfpireſt to bar my Daughters Birthright. 
Horm. How 3 my Dread Sovereign ! | 
King. That the bold Hormidas 

Aſpires to wreſt th'Imperial Perſian Diadem 

From my ſucceeding Daughters rightful Brow, 

And on bis own plant my devolving Crown? 

Horm. A Traytor ! | 

Oh my bleeding Fame ! Is this, 

This the Reward of all my Faichful Services ? 

Ah Madam ! whilſt this frightful Load lies on me, 

The conquering Thouſands I have led to Battle, 

'To hew out Deathleſs Monumental Sratues 

To Orwmdazni's bright ſucceeding Glory; 

At the dire ſound of this ſtupendious Forgery, | 

Will biuſh a deeper Scarlet than their $words 

E'redyd to win you Crowns ! Not ſhail the World 

Start only at the ſound; the bright Conimiſſion'd Miniſters, 

The Angel Guirdians of the Life of Majeſty, 


'©> 8 


* Hearnot this fowl polluting Calumny, . 
/ But tremble at the impious Execration” 
K:2g. If thou wert innocent, Hormidas —— | 
Horm. If I were innocent !——Name me my Accufer. 
Ah Royal-Sir, if the traducing Monſter, | 
Whoſe foul-mouth'd Falſehood and invenom'd Malice 
Durſt tab the Honour of your Faithful Soldier, - 
Be an incarnate Fiend that walks in Fleſh ; ' _ 
Oh name him, name him to my juſt Revenge, 
That my keen Sword may hunt him through the World, 
And prove my Truth on his falſe perjur'd Heart. 
K:zg. No, my young Son of War, reſerve your Sword 
For Nobler Foes. Let it ſuffice, we.have not 
Been over credulous, nor fondly lent 
 Aliftning Ear co this vile Imputation. 
Horm. Ah Sir ! perhapsthis Poyſoner of my Fame, 
This Dunghil Snake, is:ſome poor low.born Wretch * 
Below the Vengeance of my Arm, a Nephew 
T'your ownrich Veins th' Imperial:Blood of Perfa, 
. And you're aſham'd that I ſhould ſtoop to puniſhhim. 
King. Yes, my Hormnadas, he's below your Sword, 
A Slave unworthy—— 
' #Horn. ks thatall> QUnworthy ! 
No, Royal Sir, let not that bar your Juſtice ; 
Take all my Titles, all my Wreaths of Glory; 
: Unplume me, rifle me, degrade -me. Oh ! 
* Be kind, and ſtrip me naked, that my Sword 
May right my Honour by the Traytor's Blood. | 
' _2 Mag. Gods! How he talks? But oh dread Sir! conſider, 
; The mightieſt ſounds .come/from the holloweſt Hearts [ Tothe Kine, 
: Ah word you but believe! 
King, Wou'd I believe, my faucy :Conſcience-Driver! 
Whart if I cann't believe > Who made you Lords 
Over the Faith of Kings ? 
1 Mag. Foolhardy Babler ! | [. 4/ade to the other Mag. 
Is this a time for talking? 
King. Well, my Souldier, 
To hold the Ballance even, I will not lodge 
: A Thought againſt thy Truth, But to perform 
The Duty of a Father and a King ; 
To Morrow early in our great Pyreum, 
The ſacred Temple of our God the Sun 
| I Nebny Sn ViRinyr and perfum'd 
+ With folemn Odours, be it your charge ro publi | - 
- Our Orunadana, Our Een, Danghtes's omg de Magi. 


| |; Succeſſion to our Throne, that we may bind 
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( 9 ) » | 
And point '*em where to kneel when we are Duſt. |  - 
Horm. Now you are God-like good. | ; ; 
Yes, Sir, Proclaim your Or«-4ana's Birth-Right, | 
With all chat bright 4naugurating Luſtre, = = 
Rites o ſublime, and Jabilees fo loud, "1-A 
As not Remoter Worlds alone ſhall hear, Po 
Bur th' Ecchoing Vault of Heav'n repeat the ſound : þ 
And tho? th* unfortunate Hormzdas cannot 
Be an aſſiſting Miniſter at your Altars, 
Ple pay my humbler Duty at my own 
Yes, hear me Men, and liſtning Angels witneſs, 
My very Prayers, the ſeconds to my Sword, 
Fle wreſtle Heav'n, as I have battail'd Earth, 
For Bleflings on that Brow. 
King. Enough my Warriour. 
Enter Cleomira, Cleontes azd Doranthe. 
Come my Imperial Charge [ To Theoddfius, 
Hormid. My Gleomira | [ running to embrace her. 
Kine, My Breait and Empires Gueſt ! .My Court has Honours 
To. pay thee ; and the: bending Genius en 
Of the proud Babyloz waits to ſalute thee. [ Exeunt King Theodofius, 
| Guards, Attendants, &Cc, F 
Mazeat only Hormidas, Cleomira, Cleontes and Doranthe. 
Gleowm. And am I bleſt once more! | T 
Hormid. Thou ſofteſt Beauty !- Ls 
So full my Soul, ſo vaſt my Joys, beyond V 
The Circle of thete Arms, Ambition has not | 
A Wilh, Delight a Rapture, Life a Bleſſing, 'T 
1 SM 
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Or Earth 2 Crown to give ! 
Gleoyz. Oh !. That theſe melting Eyes and” kind Embraces 
Could hold thee ever faſt! Hold thee fo faſt | 
= & T hat envious Glory from the Arms.of Love 
Should never tnatch thee more. 


Hormid, Envyous Glory ! | 
Yes; My fair Life," in ali my Chace of Honour, 1 T 
Such diftant and divorcing Worlds between us: | 7 by 
There's not a Laurel I have won in Battle, i w 

Bur 1 have bought it ac no les a price, |: +” | Ls 
Than thouſand thouſand Sighs for Gleowrra. E 3 's 

Glow, Tf {uch thy Sighs, think what my.:Tears have been ; to 
Think with what waiting Patience I have:watched i: | | If 
Thesrrickling Sand of Time's {low Glaſs, ''andcounted> 4 RT ha 
The numbred Minutes ore 4.'whole: long Year; 29057 7 2 17 | x 
So .thouzlxful Sorrow, afd-Tlo wiſhing Love: 5G SY Po : 9 

-_  Doraath, Amougtt the greeting Joys and eccnoing Shouts, | [- 
| _. + -For-your Return, we come, Illuſtrious Prince, -: [2295 02 907199360” Th 
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| - is as 
hen Love permits you leiſure to receive it.  — (Wikhes for you ; 
_ Yes Sir, *"mongſt the ſtout Bowls, crown'd Healths and hearty 


You muſt accept our Mite in part of payment. _ 
Hum. Doranthe, and the good old kind Gleoptes, 


h The Honour'd Father to my beauteous Princeſs, 
7 (For I muſt call you ſo) thus let me pay you 


[ Kneels to them. 
Cl-ont. Riſe Prince for ſhame, I am not: half Father | | 


* Enough to her, to deſerve all this Homage: 


* Up, without the pleaſure of getting 'em- 
” Had I got thee my ſelf, dear Rogue 


Were ſhe my own Fleſh and Blood I might fay ſomething to it ; 
But Pox of theſe Foſter Fathers ; this rearing of —_ 
Children by Adoption : We have all the pains in bringing 'em 


[ To Cleom. 
Doranth. Thou get her ! No 3 ſhe has nobler Veins than thine. [ 4/zae. 
Horm. But, Oh my Love ! I have ſtrange Newes to tell thee ; 


” I have play'd a wondrous Game. :. whiiſt I have won 


Renown abroad,,I have loſt it here at home:  _ 
Some whiſpering Slanderers, ( wouldſt thou believe it? ) 
To blacken my fair Truth, have told the King 


That I am an Aſpirer. x 


Gleow. An Aſpirer ! 
Horm. Yes, My dear Sweetneſs, to divert the Crown 


> From Oruxzdana's Brow. 


. Cleom. *Tis very hard, 


* That ſuch unſpotted Faith ſhou'd be thus blemiſhe 


Horm. True, I't not hard > Perhaps 't has reacht thy Ear.. 


' » What haſt thou heard the cenſuring World talk of me? 


Glee. T hear, my Lord? No; In thy mournful abſence 


' The World and I have been ſuch ſtrangers, that 
* My Prayers and Love have been my ſole Companions. 
Alas! I have only talke to Heav'n and thee. 


Enter Otrantes. 
FHlorm. That hated Slave here ! -” [ 4ſat, 
Otrant, Sir, Perhaps you'll wonder 
In your congratulated Victories, 
To lee me one amongſt the bending Croud. 
I muſt confeſs, I have born hardſhips from you 
Wou'd ſhake a Saint; but that I can forget 'em, 
Th' atteſting Gods, and th* Honour I ſtill pay you 
Stand my Record. 
Horm. Subſtantial Teftimony 3 


; If I durſt take the Credit of the Voucher. - 


Otrazt. *Tis true, I have had ſufferings and ſeyere oness : 


: For after more than twenty years a Souldier, 
And a Commander too, to be cathier'd, 
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Diſgracefully caſhiered like me, i'th* Head of 
Two hundred thouſand Witneſſes, was _ ; 
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But this I can forget: ' NE. | 
Horm. No, Sir, Remember it , 
To my Recorded Juſtice, you deſery'd, 
And had what you deſery'd. 
Otrant. Deſerv'd! 
Horm. Deſerv d. | 
And *ewas my Mercy that that publick ſhame 
Compounded for your Life, your forfeit Life. 
Did you not wrong the Souldiers of their pay ? 
A Robbery more infamous than that 
That bangs the midnig!hr Curithroat-on a Gibbet.. 
Otrant. Alas Sir! What if once, once in a Life, 
Some preſſing Chance or perſonal Misfortune 
Forced that unwilling Trip: The kind Horwidas . 
M ght fure have wink'd at greater Faults in' me 3; 
Soine more than common grains of Mercy ſure 
Might have been ſhown me for that Beauty's ſake. - 
Form. For hers ? EH SM 
Otrant, For the fair Cleomira's ſake; 
Who raiſed that beauteous Envy of all Eyes, 
And Darling of your own , but kind Otrantes ? | 
Who crown'd your Love in thoſe dear Arms ? Otraztes. 
Who but Otrartes the Original Founder 
Of all your boundleſs Joys ? Was not the Mother: 
| Of this then unborn Cleomrra, | 
\- Nowalmoſt twenty Years, took by my Sword 
' A Captivein the Alexararian Wars ? 
Horm, Perhaps ſhe was. 
 Otrani, And the young Cleomira, 
The Offspring-of an unknown Farher, then 
The Burthen of her Captive Mother's Womb, 
When born, in pity by my Hand committed a 
To the indulgent care of that kind Siſter, [porntine io Doranthe: 
Now the Honourable Wife of this moſt Noble Lord ? ; 
Horm. *'Tis true, all this I own. 
Otrant. And if 
The growing Love of this kind, more than Father 
Adopted her his own, bred her in all 
The Splendor of the moſt exalted Blood, _, 
Adorn'd her gay in all the ſhining Beams 
Of a Court-ſtar, till ſhe ſubdu'd 
The great Hormidas's Heart s was't not by'me ?- 
And for my fake this generous Lord —- :* 
Gleont. Your ſake! CS. ; 
Fair and ſoftly, good Brother-in-law 3 a lictle for your ſake 
I confefs, but a great deal more for her own: - : Lhe: 
For let me tell you, my Lord, << tO [0 __ 
| | 4 
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She grew the ſweeteſt, well-favour'd, and the moſt yertuous 
Little Rogue 
So fair, my Lord, fo lovely and ſo witty, 
No Chernbim was ever half fo pretty. - 
| Otrazt. Cou'd not this Merit plead a little for me ? 
And ſoften your unkindnefs to Otraztes ! 8 
Horm. *Tis true, thou haſt done all this for Gleomrra 3 
And yet, (I know not why) I cannot love thee 3 » 
A ſtrange avertion rooted in my Soul 
Sets thee the eternal Object of my loathing 3 
As if ſome darting Blaſt, ſome fecret Poyſon 
Shot from thy Eyes, and weld me art the ſight. 
Cl:ozz. Alas my Lord ! nor can I fee that Face, - 
But ſomething riſes in my Blood againſt him, 
| More than againſt even my moſt mortal Enemy 3 
For Enemies my Religion bids me love. 
But at his fight, methinks my diſturb'd Fancy 
Walks Ghaſtly like a reſtleſs Ghoſt, about 
Some hidden Treaſure lock't from mortal knowledge. : ; 
Doranth. Yes, ſweet wrong'd Innocence, thy true Princely Veins [/zde, 
That, that's the hidden Treafure that muſt lie 
Lock'c and ſeal'd up for ever. 
Gl:om. Sure, Otrantes, | 7 
Thou haſt ſtrangely wrong'd me, or th' immortal Goodneſs, 
The Guardian of my Soul would never ſuffer 
Theſe aking Thoughts againſt thee. 
Horm. If he has wrong'd thee 
Be't tohis own black Conſcience— But becauſe FEE, 
Thou ſeemſt to come ſuppliant for my favour [to Otrant; 
The Grace thou (eekſt thou ſhalt obtain $ and that 
The greateſt I can give, which is, to ſhun | — 
That hated Face, and never ſee thee more. [ Exennt Hormidas,Cleomira. 
Manet Otrantes ſfolus. 
.Otrant. Nor thy more hated Face will I e're ſee, 
Unleſs to cover it with greater ſhame 
Than eer thot Heapſt on me, I owe thee Ruine 3 
Yes, Prince, I oyw't, nor willI die thy Debtor. 
Enter Rugildas. 
Otrazt., My honeſt Ingineer, the kind Raeilaas ! 
Rag. Yes Sir, your ſweating Cyclops at the Anvil. 
Otrant. But, oh my Friend, this unbelieving Kings 
I am afraid, his cooling Jealouſte 
Stands ſtrong agaitiſt us, and our great Deſign 
Has Crags and Rocks to work through. 
Rag. Why this Fear ? 47, 
Ocrari. Alas, all's huſh'ts the Princeſs's Sacce lion - 
I'ch' Teinple of our Sun proclaim'd to morrow. 
Rag. Proclaim'd to Morrow ! No, that. on Morrow 
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Our Sun ſhall never ſee. Oh, my Otraztes, | 
I have a Plot would rouze thy drooping Vengeance | 
Even from a Grave. What ſay'ſt thou if that Temple | 
Its blazing Roof in one bright Conflagration, 
Before to Morrows Sun ſhall lie in Aſhes. 
Otrart. On this rich Thought ! 
Raz11d, T tell chee, Friend, to night * 
The Temple of ofr Sun ſhall burn by me, - / 
And the whole Chriſtian Race bleed for't co morrow.. 
Otrant. This is a Maſter-ſtroke ! | 
Rug. Yes, my Otrartes. 
Otrant. T am all Rapture ! 
Rug. T' increaſe your Tranſport, 
Of all the whole Artillery of Fate 
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See here the keeneſt Shaft. The very Temple ; 
Doom'd to one burning Pile, and great Hormidas = : 
Himſelf the leading Firebrand, [g:911g Otrantes a Paper. | 


Otrant. (reads. ] ; 
My Oraers are, That in the ſilence and dead of Night you ſet their Temple © 
on. fire 1n which be ſilent as you prize my favour. Burn but their Temple, and 
the Kingdom is our own, For-which deſerving Service expe# a ſuitable Re. © 
ward from Hormidas. = 


Excellent Forgery ! 
Rag. Forgery | No, his own, 
His own Hand-writing. 
Otrazt. Gods ! his own Hand-writing ! 
Oh how ! when? where ? ſpeak, I am loſt in wonder. 
Rug. No more that Queſtion now : Leave your kind OEatpas., 
Texpound that Riddle ata leiſure hour. 
Let it ſuffice he writ ic ; and the King 
By my own Spectacles ſhall read it. —— This 
Dear Paper by ſome dextrous Conveyance, 
Lodg'd in the Pocket of their leading Sanctity, 
Their bearded Holine(s, the Chriſtian Biſhop, 
And by wiſe Conduct ſeiz'd and found about him, 
| Like a fly Snake from a kind Furies Head, 
Oh think but how *cwill hiſs and how "twill ſting ! 
Otrant. Let meembrace thee for this pregnant Miſchief: 
The great 4:zerwa trom the brain of Jowe 
Was not a Birth like this. 
Rugild. Yes proud Hormidas, 
This for my Brothers Blood I owe thee, murdered 
By thy Tyrannick Juſtice, mercileſs Judge; 
His Gibbet and my ſhame, owe thee this payment. 
Otrant. Now dear Revenge, the glittering Ore behold, 
For through this Mine we dig to Veins of Gold. | 
Fins Altus Primi, | 
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Ezter Otrantes ad Rugildas. | 
Otrant, IP IS done, 'tis done ! ſee that dear heap of Ruines. 
Oh Divine Vengeance ! To ignobler Deities 
Let humbler Zealots common Victims burn, - 
Temples themſelves are thy more ſhining Sacrifice. 
Rag. Nay, for the glorious Conſummation of 
Our proſperous Deſign, the very Chriſtians, 
By an officious Zeal to quench the Fire, 
Thruſt their own Necks into the fatal Toyl 3 
Even their-own Innocence, by our manag'd Clamours;. 
Transform*d into the very Guile that damns 'em. 


But ſee the King. 
Enter King, Orundana, two of the Magi, Guards, &-c: 

Otrant. Yes, my Rugildas, | 
He comes, and with that Lightning in his Eyes, | 
So hot the raging Fever of his Blood, 

As if the very Brand that burnt his Temple 
Had made a L; tony gry = his Soul 4 
Was animated by that only Fire, [Enter Kine. &c 

K:ng. Sulphur and Hell! My Royal Temple burnt, " 

And the accurſed Chriſtian Brood the Firebrands ! | 

1 Mag. Yes, Sacred Sir, our Waking God of Day 
Reins his hot Steeds, and mounts his morning Chariot, . 

To ſee that Sacrilegious Maſs of Villany, 
The dire Remains of that black Night of Treaſon, 
That his long Race from the created World 7 
Ne're drovea Round more frightful. 

2 Mag. Oh Dread Sir, 
It ever Treafon wore a Gorgons Face, 
Whole very {ight would kill, turn, turn your Eyes 
_ rom pon OY Os 

Otrapt. yound On, - found on, | ahae to tl e Magi 
My kind Church Trumpeters, rouze him to Blood, COTE 
Miſchief ſtrikes ſure, where bellowing Zeal's the Alarum-Bell. 

K:7g. Oh kind Otraptes, couldſt thou have believed © | 
That the warm Snakes nurſt in my very Boſom We 
Should ſting like theſe ungrateful Chriſtian Infidels ! | 

Otrant. Alas ! tht amezing Story ſounds diſmal, 

As even my frighted Reaſon trembles at it, 
mag” age = 1 } ns Royal Favours ! 

K1ng. My Royal Favours ! Yes, they haye requi em } 
Oh,l haye rais'd a Race of ſuch Barbarians, Auted them } 
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Not 'Egyps finiling Sun oh Nile fertile Slime - i; 


Ere hatcht ſo black and ſo deform'd a Brood. - Po 
Enter third Magus with the Ghriftian Biſhop ſeiz'd. A 

3 Meg. To all this horrid Scene of Chriſtian Outrage, 1n! 
See here their leading Engin of Perdition : Ja 
And Sir, to track the poyſonous Fountain Head, E 
Read that dire; Scrow! ſeiz'd in his Pocket, = 
To find the very Dam, the brooding Cockatrice I 7 
To the whole neſt of Monſters 3 read thac Paper, - [G:wes a Paper, WW} 
King. | Reads, ] Dh 
Burn the Temple and the Kingdom is our eras for which aeferving | 
Service expeF a ſuitable Reward from : 
| Hormidas, 4r 

Orund, Hormidas ! | ; I 
King. Yes, My Orundana: Heil The 


Here opes its Cabinet 3 and wild Ambition, el 
Drawn to th? full life, ſtands blazon'd in its whole : 
Infernal Colours. 
B:{op. Oh, ſacred Sir ! if e're your Royal Juſtice 
Would lend a pitying Exr ro wounded Innocence ——— _ 
King; Tanocence ! No doubt! See here a hopeful ſample on'c. 
Biſhop. No Sir, that lying Paper's all lewd Fiction, 
Cheat, rank Impoſturez. and my righteous Soul 
More fill'd with wonder than your own with Horror, 
Knows nought of that falſe Scrowl. Hov7 writ, how ſeiz'd, 
How lodg'd about me, all a Myſtery 
As dark — : | 
King. Yes, Reverend Impudence, as dark 
As the black Soul oth* Traytor that receiv'd it, 
And blacker Devil that (eat it. 
Rug. Now it works. 
— Bop. Oh, hear me, Sir 
Orund, Do ; Hear the croaking Raven _. 
Stretch his falſe Throat, and ſtrain his treacherous Lungs 
To tune his warbling'Notes to Truth and Innocence. 
: Mas. I Sir, ſuch Innocence, 
Such Truth, as ſtarting Fiends would bluſh at 3 one 
Of his Commiſſion'd Imps 1'ch' very Fact 
I ſeiz'd, and threarning him with Wracks and Tortures, 
The trembling Wretch turn'd pale, and in the Fright 
Confeſt the Guile : Told me his Prince and Biſhop 
Ordered this burning Pile. *' | 
Biſhop. I order'd it ! | 
1 Mag. Yes, Thou : So ſaid the Slave ; and what he acted, 
Was but Obedience to divine Command: ' | 
Kong, Divine Commands! Ye Oracles of Darkneſs ! 
-.1 Mag. And Sir, as I was bringing him before. you 
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> extort the whole Conſpiracy, the Viliain 

oucht with a ſenſe of his uncover'd thame, 

is babling fear that had ſo prodigally | 
Inlockt the hideous Plot, drew forth a Dagger 
lnmatcht, and ſtruck it to his own falſe Hearr. - 
Biſhop. What dares not Falſhood breath ! 

07434, Now, where's the Chriſtian Innocence ? 

! Kine. Where ? Daughter ! 

per. Where it ſhall groan in Blood, My Orun4ana. 

Dh thou ſhalt ſee me knot thoſe Whips of Vengeance ! 
= Bur, Father, Was there really chat Chriſtian 


nfeſt the burning of the Temple? Gods ! C Afade to the Mag; 
Can there be Truth . 
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? x Mag. Truth Fool! Ist not enough we 
The Reputation of my holy Robe [ Aſrde 1n anſwer to Rug; 
Delivers it for Truth ? 
Rag. Thouart ith' right o'nt, : 
This Reverend Rogue outſhoots my Bolt of Villany. [Afar 
- Biſhop. Oh Royal Sir! Take heed to what ſtrange Precipice 
This wicked Spirit of Delufion, theſe 
iſleading Meteors guide yolr wandring Faith 3 
hat I am true, the whole bright Hoſt of Heaven, 
mortal Truth it ſelf can witneſs for me. 
ut oh! What dare not the ſeer'd Conlſciences 
f harden'd Falſhood ſpeak, when their great Prompter, 
The Father of all Lies, has ſteel'd their Foreheads ! '_ 
- Kizg. No; Thou fair painted Saint ! What is't the: bold 
lack Hands of Rampant Zeal dare not commit, 
Vhen an Enthufiaſtick Altar-Coal 
Lights the Infernal Brand > But I am too patient. 
ut haſte, take hence the Miſſioner of Hell 
And hang him on a Gibbet. 
Orund. Godlike Monarch ! | 
King. Yet ſtay ; one word of Comfort e're thou dyeſt ; 
With thy deſcending Soul this pleaſure bear; 
Fhou ſhalt not walk the burning Plains alone, 
& wandring unattended Ghoſt; I'll ſend thee 
& thouſand and a thouſand bleeding Followers. 
| tell thee, Prieſt, in all the Chriſtian Blood 
Thar the renown'd immortal Aero ſhed, 
His poorer Roman Sacrifices hall be 
Burt Scars to the more gaping Perſian. Wounds. : 
B:{hop. And let me tell rhee King, in all theſe Wounds, 
Fhou ſhalt not hear a Groan. ,Oh thou ſhale view 
Che beauteous Face of Martyrdom fo lovely, 
Nith all. thoſe Bridal Smiles upon her Cheek, 
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Led to a Stake like Virgins to a Temple : 
And in thy hotteſt perſecuting Fires, 4: 
When thou ſhalt ſee our Earthly Drofs fall from us; 
Our Rags of Fleſh unſtriprt for Robes of Glory, 
Oh thou ſhalt hear our cheerful dying Notes 
Tui'd co Angelick Quires, Celeſtial Harmony, 
Whilſt each rich Drop from our exhauſted Veins 
Shall ſhine that Ruby in our Starry Coronets, 
As diſtant Eyes fo dazled ſhall behold, 
Till every Chriſtian Grave, ſhall Nurſe thoſe Roots 
Whoſe Branches ſhall or'e-ſpread the Convert World. £ 
Kirg. .'le hear no more, To Death with the vain Babbler. 
. [ Exeunt Biſhop and a Party of the Guards attending. 
Orund. Tn this bright Juſtice, Sir, you look fo awful ; 
My Duty. will grow up into Religion, 
Miſtake the Father and adore the God. 
' HY Enter Hormidas? . 

Eformr. . Oh this black Night ! What angry Providence 
Has looſed the raging Demons, to uncalm =_ | 
The Royal Brow with this mad Scene of Miſchief > 

King, And does Hormidas come a kind Condoler 
Of his afflicted King ? 

Horm: Yes, Royal Sir; 

I know this Night's (ad accident diſturbs ; 
- Your Sacred Reſt; and my each Loyal Heartſtring 
Touche with a feeling pang has brought me hicher 
A duteous Mourner. | 

ing, Does Hormidas mourn ? 

Horm. Mourn ! My moſt honour'd Lord, when the rough Blaſt 
Can tempeſt-toſs the Mighty Sovereign Veſlel, | 
The humbler Barks muſt drown : The Storin that ſhakes 
" Your Peace muſt ſhipwrack mine. 

King. Yes, Mourning Crocadile, 

I fee a trickling Brine from thoſe falfe Eyes 

To weep where thou haſt betrayed: Seize, ſeize the Traytor. 
Horm. A Traytor is a Name —— —— 
King. Too humble for you.* 

And in ſo narrow, and fo poor a Title _ 

Perhaps, Gigantick Fiend, I have under dignified 

Your more exalted Villany. 
Horm. Oh Horror / ; 

What founds are theſe? _ Ly 4, "BA 

K:7g. Strange ones, no-doubt, ſuch as -j 

Your {imple Chriſtian Innocence knows nothing of, 

But tor your Comfort, one of your rank Saints 

Already I have rewarded ; your Church-Tool, - - 

Your bearded Fire-ball, that Religious Compound _ 
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Of Sandtity and Sulphur, Zeal and Firebrand ; ot 
T thank wi watchful Stars, T have diſpatcht that Monſter; 
Horm, Oh what has your miſtaken Fury done * _ 
Kizg. Done, Miſcreant ! Only hang'd him on a Gibbet 
To preach to Crows and Ravens, 
Horm. Oh Barbarity ! ; 
That Reverend Piety, that unblemiſhte Virtue, 
Cloath'd with ſuch hideous Infamy /! 
King. How, Inſolence { NE 
Weepeſt thou his Fate, and ſhakeſt not at thy own ! | 
Hormid. Shake! Let the trembling Criminal Conſcience ſhake ! 
I know no Guile, and therefore feel no Fear. | 
But in that Venerable Holy. Man 
You have murder*d that poor martyr'd Innocence | 
King. Murder'd ! Bold Slave 5 yes, you are both ſuch Innocents: 
But to tear off the Scales from your falſe Eyelids, 4 
T* unblind your wilful Ignorance; read there [ering him the Paper, 
My obſtinate Infidel: And now, 5 
If through that thick impenetrable Front 
*Tis poſſible to bluſh —— 
Horm, Bluſh Sir ! = 
K2zng. Bluſh Traytor ?. 
Yes bluſh, if all yon guilty flaming Pile 
Can warm your glowing Cheeks. 
Horm. And is this Paper - 
Produc'd againſt me for the burning of 
That Temple ? TT 
K:zag. Does that Forehead ask that Queſtion ! 
Horm. Oh Sir ! To what a Labyrinth of Confuſion 
Has ſome accurſed plotting Villany 
Mifled your abus'd Ear ! That very Paper 
I writ four years ago , your General : 
In the Chaldean Wars, when for your lake 
By a Martial Stratagem I burnt their Temple 
Of 7upiter, and won their Kingdom by'r. - 
Ora2d. Oh nimble witted Saint ! 
Rugild, Of his own Canonizing. 
K#ng. Burnt ! Yes, I own that the Ghaldeaz Temple 
Of Zuptter was. burnt, but not by thee. | 
Do not their own ſtill mourning Prieſts record it, 
Burnt by a Lightning Flaſh from their own angry God ! 
Has not the univerſal Voice of Fame 
Confirm'd it ſuch, and the whole World rung loud on'c ? 
And darſt thou ſay that thoy ———- 
Horm. Yes, that I burn it, 
Burnt for your ſake. My Army with diſeaſes 
Half loſt, my Foes too ſtrong, my Forruoe hazardous, 
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To fave your Glory, Sir, I us'd this Stratagem 7 
Knowing that the 47 Superftitzon : 

Had founded all their Hope, -cheir Truſt, their Strength 
Upon that Temple ; th&ir whole Confidence 
Lodg'd in their painted Shrine, and moulten God, 

I choſe two truſty Hands by this Commiſſion - 

To burn their Temple. They obey'd and burnt it; - 
Whilſt the Ghalzaz Army's drooping Hearts . 

Loſt at that mortal Shock, I wan their Kingdom. 

King, If for my ſake this burning Feat was done, © 
Pray tell me ( for it's wond'rous worth my knowledge ) 
Was there a Service of no leſs importance, 

Than winning me a Crown , and I not worthy 

To know the giorious Stratagem that gave it me 
Bur this: Romantick Service muſt lie. dormienr 

For four long ſleeping years. ©. | 

Heymid.- Alas ! That only Truth I durſt not'tell you. 
For tho my own Religion wou'd permit me 
To burn a Temple, : 

To win my King a Crown : I knew the ſecret, © 
Tho? with the purchaſe of a Diadem, 
To your offended Zeal wou'd ſound too impious 
And therefore with no leſs than fifty Talents, 

I brib'd my very Inſtrument, to ſilence : £ 
And pulbt this Popular Fame atound the World, - 
That it was burnt by Lightning, to concex{ -- - 
A Truth too dangerous for your.Royal Ear. . . 

King. A Truth ! No doubt: a. moſt ſtupendious one. - 
This very Paper ( mark him to-fam np 8 - | 
This great miraculous Truth, writ four years ſince, 

A Military Order, found this Morning, 

I'th Pocket of a Prieſt : Yes, found chis Morning, melbs 
My Temple burning, and the guilty Chriſtzahs  : © 
Caught in the Fact. MM FR 

Hormid All a falſe treacherous fnare for your'delufion 
And my undoing. But kind Heav'n I thank thee;. . 
One of the very Inſtruments, that both, _. 
Receiv'd and executed thar Commiſffien; © 
Stands here before you. Now TI'll make Truth ſhine 
Bright as a Morning, Star. Speak kind Rugilazs, 
Say, was not the Chaldein Temple burat _ 

By this Commiſſion and, thy Hand,?, 


% 
. 


g. By mine! | 1s 
Tight th? unhallow'd Brand to burn a Temple! 
Oh Execrable ! I, I burn a Temple! -. * 
Not for a Thouſand Worlds. | 
Hormid, How's this ! Rugilaas ! 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps thy jealous Fear t' offend a King  13- y 
Seals up thy filence, and thou: darſt not owne. © 
Thou burnſt a Temple. No, let nor that fright: thee, 
Alas! the King's too generous ——— 
King. Yes, Rugilaas. : 
If thou haſt ought within thy knowledg, utter itz 
Speak Truth, tho* ne't ſo black z ſpeak it, and meet 
My Favour not my Frown. 
Horm. Oh fpeak ! Ragrlaas, | 
Rug. Sir, wou'd you have me fay, I burnt that Temple ? 
Horm. 1'd have thee fay what thy Soul knows thou oughtſt to (ay. 
Rug. Alas! dear Prince, ſo much I honour you, * 
That with my Blood, my Life, I'd freely ſerve you ' 
But with a Lye I dare not. Own I burar 
A Shrine of the Immortal Gods My Hand 
Commit that Impious, that Outragious Sacriledge ! 
Alas! I tremble at the very name on't. 
z#ter Theodoſius. 
Horm. Oh, thou vile Wretch ! : 
King. Now,wher's your ſhining Truth, your Morning Star! 
Horm. By Earth forſaken, and by Man betray'd ! 
Yet Heav'n, Heav'n knows my Soul; there my recorded 
Innocence Oh for ſome generous pitying Power, 
Some kind atteſting Angel 
King. Arteſting Angels ! 
Yes Fiend, ſuch Angels as thy ſelf, the black 
Infernal Crew, who, for their oplift Hands 
Againſt their Sovereign omnipotent Head, 
Fell headlong, hurl'd into the ſmoaking Lake, | 
And burnt and groan'd as thou ſhalt —— ſuch, ſuch Angels 
May be thy pleading Advocates. | 
Theod. Oh, Sir ! | 
Take heed how you condemn the brave Hormidas : 
His Loyal Faith and Noble Vertue — —— 
Kring. Vertue ! 
Thou art too young ; ſweet Prince, to ſound the Depths 
Of Treaſon. | 
Theod, | dare pawn my Birth-right for him, - 
He's honeſt. 
Kzng. No, kind Prince, pledge not thy Glory 
On a Security ſo weak. 
Theod. Alas! Sir, 
The very Principles of his Religion 
Forbid ſo dire-a Thought. 
K22g. In ſach black Treaſon, 
Religion's but a mask, an outſide Varniſh 
To the rank Braſs within. TW we 
D 3 Theoe. 
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Th-od. But Royal Sir! ES; 

Kzng. I tell thee, Prince, his Doom's irrevocable , 
His too notorious Guile has light my hotteit 
Vengeance, and thou plead*ſt in vain. 

orm, If you've decreed my Death 

K:ng. Death! No, I know OE 
That thou dar'ſt dye. Death's but the pain of Cowards: 
Death for thy puniſhment! That puny Torment ! 
No 3 Thou ſhalr'live; wear a long ! ite, proud Traytor, 
To bear a laſting weighryer Load of Vengeance. 

Horm. A lingring Life, my long, long t xecution ! 
Yes, angry King, heap up your wra:htul Coals 
Till they outpile prou1 «#tzra's ſmoaking Furnace 
And thou ſhalt ſee my ſuffering Truth undauntred 
Walk o're the Mountain Oraeal. 
. King. _— w_ _ —_ —_ __ 

o preacht th'old canting Fool before him: xit Hormidas guarded, 
Drive on bright Charioteer ; nor ſhine leſs kind ! " 
For tho? in heaps thy ruin'd Temple lies, 
Thy Altar's loſt, T'le find thee ——_ a S 
xeunt King, Magi, Attendans: 
Manent fols Theodoſius ava Orundana. wy —_ _ 

Theod. Stay, ſtay, bright Excellence. 

Orund. Young Prince ! 

Theod. Ah Madam ! 

Tf Mercy's an Inhabitant of Earth, 

Sure wich the Fair it dwells, the ſofteft Attribute 
Lodeg'd in the ſweeteſt tendereſt Divinity. 

And if all other deaf relentleſs Ears 

Are bar'd to the unpityed poor Hormrdas, 

May I not hope the gentler Orandans —— 

Orund Plead'ſt thou for Mercy to Hormidas > Mercy 
To the Ambition of that proud Afpirer ! 

I tell thee, Prince, the headlong Phaetor 

Fell not fo low, as ſhall that tumbling Traytor. 
His burning World pull'd not that Vengeance down 
As ſhall my burning Temple. 

Theoa. Beauteous Cruelty! © + 
What do I hear ! And oh what dolI feel! 
Guard, guard my Heart. 

Oruzxd. Yes, my unkinder Stars, 
Ye durſt ſec up that Rival of my Glory. 
But if 1 er forgive him 3 or in ſpighei of you | 
Paſh him nor, Gods, to —_— Ruinez . 
Load me with all the Plagues my Sex ere bore; 
Or what's worſe, all the Plagues my Sex ere hatchet. 
*Tis true, for what I ſtand indebted, Heay'n, 
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Gods, is your Work, to wear it is my own. [ Ext, 


OM —— CO 


Oh, if the random Shot dart from thy Eye - 
So ſure z How muſt thy leveiFd Lightning fly ! 


Fints Aus Secanai. 
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AC I IF 
Enter Ortantes a General, Magi, Guards, and Attendants 


Gra £15 Army, Titles, Fortunes, Honours, -all _ 
| His rifled Plumes my own! Beyond my Flight 
No Glory ever ſoar'd. ou | 
1 Mag. Yes, Princely Darling, 
Thou great Hormzidas, Greater Succeſſor, 1. : $004 
K : Ms Greateſt of all,thou our wrong'd Altar*'s Champion, 
all- | Sp he | bart bo f W { VI 5 
Otrant. Yes, holy Fiends ! in your next Embaſſy 
To Heav*n, your next kind Prayers and kinder Sacrifice, 
by the once wrong'd, now righted Powers of Perſia 5 
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mount upon their Chriſtian Enemies Heads. 
itneſs their opning Veins and ſtreaming Blood, 
hat now bedews the ſprinkled Perfizz World. 
FE. Exter Rugildas. 
y dear Rug:laas, - 
ome to my Arms 3 my Gratitude's too narrow, 
nd Soul wants room to hold thee. 
| Rug. Oh Otrantes! | 
ow Fortune crowns the day. The great Hormiday 
hoſe formidable rowling Bulk of Power 
nce fill'd the Deep and ſwell'd the foaming Surge, 
ow have we hunted down, Oh ! We have driven him 
ent in a Creek, and ſtranded the Leviathan ; 
hilſt thou with all thy taller weight above him 
ount'ſt on his Head, and tread'ſt him into duſt. 


| Otrant, The Weſtern Prince — that Fool comes to prexch _ConſciencF; 


: a 


5 ſubje& =_ - preſent Ty 
et ME Vol __— ret et 
AT 
Theod, Thou black hen 
Yes, thou baſt it now : an- pol 
The Royal Eagle, and a wanton - 
Perches a ſooty Raven in his Neſt.” pls Ho le one.” 
MNearch. A ſooty one indeed!., s mit. Fw 
Theod. Burt if a Prince muſt fa] _—_— 4 FC 
Birth-right, Inheritance and LO Veins, | 
All glittering Titles, mighty Names 3 bur all 
Too weak to grapple Fate: Yet, why Otrantes * 
Oh! why miſtaken King ! ſuch low-born Veins | 
Choſe the ſelefted Minion to ſucceed # T3 
The great Hormidgas) Drefſt in all his Honours, 
Add th in his Poſt of Truſt and Glory, rais'd- 
No leſs than the firſt Pillar of the State, - 
And the firſt Prince o'th' Empire! A ſtrange Leap! ; 
What Merig: cow'd'ſt thou find in ſuch courle Bloos.- | 
To mount Him ? 
WVearch, Merit ! None. | [2 
Theod, What Kindneſs:then? + | 
What unaccountable ſtrange Favour ſmil'd IF. 
Oa that mean Wretch ? 13:0 
Nearch. Favour ! None neither:. . 
Theod. Nong!.. 
Nearch. Neither Deſert nor Love, but Spi ight preſerr' him 
Theod. Spight ! | 
Nearch. Down right Spight, pure navural Gall,. meer Malice. | 
Advanced this humble Tool, | 43 1808. 5 os G 
Theod. *Tis ſtrange ! 5 SEES EL SENS 4 __ 
MNearch, Alas! TIDE BEENQO-37 v7 
He knew that only Villain ef. the Worl S614 Se; 
The very Slave Hormidas bated .moſt. | 
Aad therefore all his diſrobed Plumes torn from ns hp 
For the moſt ſenſible laſt- Stab, Qa; whom! }. hh 
Cou'd the Kings artful Spight beſtow.the-Spoils :;; : 
Bur on this moſt loath'd Slave, his mortalPit Enemy 3 bo $, 
Not giv*n him as his Worthand Vertues dag, 
Nor Patrons Favour 3 not that kind Donatiofi 3 | 
Bur' lodg'd like Scorpions in a. Furies. Hand,: . 
For that poor perſecuted Princes Torturers. 
Theod. Oh ſtudied Tyranny! 
Nearch, This is not halfy Sir, 
Th* infariate Gorge of Vengeance yet unglutted, | 
*'Tis not enough: he's ſtripr, ſtripr barer than | | 
The pooreſt Vagrant Wretch, born to load Earth, | Angfhe b 
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'FAnd tire out Heav'n 3 but ev'n that wretched Miſery 

Muſt ſtand the blaſt of mia] Shame 5 

Placed in a Poſt fo vile, doom'd evn to water 

The very Camels of the Army; once 5: 

Their General, Lord of Lords, now Slaye of Slaves, 

FA Vaſſal to the; meaneſt Vaſlal there., ' Th 

Theod, Oh Kidg!' if this be Pow'r, ©. 

Crowns hide your tarniſht Jems, and ſhine no. more. . - 

| MNearch, Oh ! had-you ſeen him, Sir, as I have done 5 

 - Naked to th* Waſte, his galling Feet all bare; . - - 

His tender Fleſh parcht with the ſcorching Sun 

\nd Dog-ſtar blaſt 3 a little humble Drudge, 
Driving a happier Brutal Herd before him, -. 

\ EWearied and tired, a thouſand Eyes around him - 


Enter Hormidas, iz 4 Slavelike Habit. 


But look, feet here! : 
Blaſt your own Eyes,, ſee there the ſmall; Remains 
Of that prodigious Mar * pe, x55 
Theod. Thou Royal Rnines! _ | 
Oh thou poor wrong'd Horwnaas ! © 
| Horm, Poor! ah no: EF OW 

[am rich, richer than Iz47azz Mines, more rich 
han all the Wealth of Empire. The kind King 
as left me Vertue, Patience, Innocence, 
. Obedience, and fair ſpotleſs Truth, young Prince, 
freaſures above the fading fems of Crowns ; 
hich not the frowning Wond can ere take from me. 
Theod. No, 'The ungrateful World has took too much. 
- | Horm, Too much! Alas, No more than I had to ſpare : 
\. The welcome Thief came. to an open door, 
'And took but what was givn me all to loſe; 
Had he but 'rook my Life too, t had been kind. 
| Theod. Thy Life, my dear Horaaas |. 
| Horm, Yes, my Life, © _ | 

Poſt thou nor ſee the Chriſtian Veins around me 
- All flowing, and are mine too coutſe to bleed ? 
- # Theod. The Chriſtian Veins that SpeRacle of Horror ! 
Yes, Oh that frightful Gore! 
Horm, That ſtreaming Glory. 
When Truth and Vertae bleed, Oh the rich Martyr, 
reſt in his nobleſt crmpng Innocence 

[hat pure white Ermin to his Royal Purple ! ; 

| Theod, But, oh, unhappy. Prince, if thine be Royalty, 

IS a fad one ! | 

Horm. No, miſtaken World, 
\nd{}®© brighteſt Heay'a can give; theſe gloomy Rags, 
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My Coronation Robe r a Crown of Stats-. 
Theod. But in ſuch vaſtiaccumulated wrongs. - | 
Thy Miſeries and thy Shame, hard fated Pele. Hs 
With Senſe and Reaſon, Thought and Man ne thee; | 
Oh how can thy reſenting Soul ſupport 
A Load of ſo much barbarous Injaſtice ! : 
Horm, Support it Sir, Alas! My King commands it. 1.lring 
Divinity of a crown'd Head frowns on me3... ;:- 
And I muſt bear the undiſputed "Thunder. © - YN 
Theod, Match me this Yercue, Worlds : thou poor Cicition, 
Where has ſuch Worth a fecond ?- - 
MNearch. Oh, loſt Prince ! | 
How canſt thou live beneath a weight ſo cruel ? 
Methinks ſuch. Sufferings, ſuch: falling Greatneſs 
Shou'd ſtrike' ſo heavy, that were thine my Pain, 
To break my Tyrant Yoke 'twou'd nobly wake 
My own delivering Hand. | 
Horm. A Roman Hand ! | 
Nearch. Yes, my-own Hand, like the old Rowan Glory... 
Shou'd thake my Shackles off, mount my free'd Soul, 
And lull me ſleeping in the Peace of Graves. _ 
Horm. True, my kind Counſellor, were I leſs a Chriſtian 
I ſhould be more than Roman.. Nor ſhould that 
Unpuniſht Raviſher of all my Nodes,” + 
Otrantes, that uſurping perjur'd Mifcreant — — - * 
Yes, thou ſhouldſt ſee me naked, fs'I am j 


Arm'd with my Wrongs, break tboih, 1 ithbuland Javet ins,” 2 


Llp to that guarded Monſter's upſtart Throne z | 
Tear through his grapled Throar his: FER CFRAeS M : 
And the black Lake juſt Aoarting wah her Load ; ; 
Of dear Damaation down'; then, 'like a Rowan... 
I'de' give my plunging Sou! a_.bold Leap after im, _ 
To hunt him beyond Death ——. All this chou ſhouldg” 
Behold, did not a Manacle of Religion . ry 
Bind up my Arm, and ev'n this bloated Ruffian”* 
Muſt live to wrong me and I live to. bear it, -. --- 

Theod. Thou macchleſs Miracle! What wou'd I give 
For Pow'r to fave, ſuch Goodneſs ! : 

Horm. Generous: Princes © - - © 
I am not worth that wiſh. 

theod. Yes, my Hormiaas, 
Look up, and hope, 

Horm, In Heaven. x AST 

Theod, No, Royal Mourner, © 7 2 59, 
Earth muſt not loſe-thee yet.- Oh, Thave form'd © © 
Such a delign to fave thee. 
Ie f 2und the drowing Deep in which thou *t Gallow'd, 


_ Hoſt} 
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Hoiſt thy ſunk Glories, and: weigh up thy Ruins; 
I love thy beauteous Tyrant, ſigh and dye 
For the fair Infidel Or«ndana. 
Horm. Love her! 
Yes, Prince, the is all Charm, -born to warm Hearts, 
Tho' like a Northern Blaſt ſhe has kilPd mine. 
Theod. Her pitying and her Father's Liftening Ear 
Already have permitted me to Kneel. er 
And when I have married that roo Cruel Fair, 
Then do but think when Lodged in thoſe ſofc Arms 
By the Authority of his Royal Son, : 
And her Commanding Lord, I ſhall have Pow'r 
To ſerve fo dear a Friend z what for thy fake 
Yes, Heaven and Friendſhip this juſt Debt Þle pay, 
From'out che bloody Paws to break thy way, 
Tle wed: the Tygrels, and Redeem the Prey. SS 
[Exeunt Theod. and Nearchus. 


 Exter Cleomira, 1x 4 Poor Slawe-like Habit. 
; Horm. My Gleomira! Art thou kindly come 
*4 To Viſit Wretchedneſs ; thou ſhining Cloud, 
> | The Lovely ſharer of my Woes? 
64 Gleom. No Sir, the Partner of your Joys. - For Woes _. DN 
| A Stranger in theſe Arms; my Love, my Soul *' CEmbracing, - 
745 | My more than all. -. | : 


Horm. Thou Angel of thy kind. 

-:Y For ſure Seraphick Sweerneſs breath'd Life in thee, 
-" And thou wert born all Paradice. 

'S Cleow. My Dear Love, _ 
. {| T do not cometo vilit thee alone: 
I've brought my whole Court too. Come forth Gel:zd2; 
And thou Dear Infant pledge of our Chaft Loves. 
3 _ " Enter Celinda leading an Infant. 
ar Horm, My little ſecond Self, thou pretty Innocence, 
Come to thy Father's Arms. 5s Fees 

Gleom. Of all thoſe thouſands, - 
The flattering Crouds that cluſter'd round our Glory, 
- | See here the ſcatter'd ſmall Remains of Miſery ; 
} The poor dear All that's left. 

Horm. O' thou young Martyr, 
L:, _ a me of mens Begins born ! 

y Father's Wrongs ecclipſe thy Morning Star 
And thou beginſt an early Race of Woe. mo 2 
Bur oh thy bleeding Wounds, thy bitterer draught of Sorrow, 
Poor pitied fair. _ [co Cleom. 

Gl:om. Oh do not pity me. 
For I was born a Slave; And tho advanced : 
} To thy Proud Royal Bed, born a poor Captive, | - x 


Obſcure my Blood. And Sir, Alas, rh kncirs Binh; 
But I am now in theſe courſe homely Weeds : -. 

The very Wretch my Vaſſal Mother bore me ! 

But thou wert born a Prince, Power and Pride's Darling;. | 
Rich hopes, and richer Veins; and falln fo low! 

Sure Pity's only thine. 

Horm. Ah no, thou all Divine ! No falſe Accuſer 
Has ſtabb'd thy Fame 3 no Liſtning King hgs ſwallowed: 

Infuſing Poyſons "gainſt thy flander'd Virtue 
No Royal Thunder aims at thee; and my : 
Infectious Ruine to Involve thy Fate, 

Is very hard. | 
Cleom. Can any thing be hard when 1 have thy Love >- 
Horm. But oh, my Faireſt . 

Canſt thou love Raggs! 

Gl:om. Oh canſt thou ask that Queſtion ! 
Withig this Dear Embrace, this more than Crowns: [hanging about his Neck. . 
Now ightning, Earthquakes, Death and Vengeance fall, | 
In theſe Dear Arms Tle fingly ſtand 'emi all. . 

Exter King, Orundana. and Attendants: . - 
Let Angry Kings, and frowning Worlds conſpire, 
Their utmoſt Rage is all but Love's refining Fire. 
Kzns.And am I brar*'d ! Death! the Proud Slave's turn ICynick, 
And does not feel my weight; proud of his Raggs, 
 Aﬀects a vanity from Shame and Beggaty; : 
Whilſt his Dzogeres out-prides his; Alexander... 
To water Camels, in that Poſt he courts 
The Popular Eyes, and wantons in their Pity. 
Take him away, and let him hold a Trencher 3 - 
A Miniſtring Vaſlal, and a Houſhold Drudge... 
To his new Lord the great Otrantes ; under. _ | | 
The fame proud Roof where he ACE. oa Ambition, 
Let him tatte Slavery. Away with bi 
Horm. Sir you are my ps x 2nd when +4 ſpeak, Heav' a dooms : - 
And I the humble work of your Creation, . Eb 
What ere you will, Iam ——- | jb; v. wh A 
| Life of my Life, . by [to Cleomira-: - 
nd thon young Innocence, if we ne're meet. again | 
*Ti1 beyond Deati, for one ſhort Glaſs, farewell. 


Cl-om. Dearer then Joy, and more than Love farewell. [Exi: Hormidas; | - 


King. Am I fo weak ! no, thou ſhalt feel me Slave - 
Take that young Darling of his Love, and ſend-him 
A preſent to'the Saraſeps.. [[Sazze. of the Attendants Seize onthe Child. 
Glow, How King ? 
King. Take him away, and bid thoſe kind Barbarians 
Nurſe him a Slaves Tle have no more 0 «r Breed. . 
Clem, -On Cruel King! - | En [Kneehng 
«I 4 4 | Stay 


4.4 
o 5 - 
PY . "OF i -2S - 
Ce" 4 * + % 
” » - 


"Stay ye black Limbs of Vengeance! 
- Oh my Dread Lord-—- - 


4 A -- 
[Catching hold of the Kings Roto 
King. Away, le hear 'no more [LExeuzt, King, Attendants and Infant. 
Glow. Stay, Orundans ſtay, thou art a Woman, - ; 


'That tender Sex where Native Mercy. dwells. 


Tho pitileſs Man is Deaf, thou wilt be kind, 


And hear my Pleading Groans. 


Orund. Yes, i{affering Virtue | 

Thy fallen Fortune, and the louring Cloud 

. bu SR fair Brow, falls ſo ſevere, 
$ I muſt pity thee. = | 
Cleowr. Tf the poor Mother's Wounds can move Compaſſion, ' 


Why that Dear Intanc's Doom ? 


Orand, Alas young Sufferer, £7 | 
The Guilty Fathers Fate hangs o're his Head. 7 
Gleow, The Guilty Father ! does that name condemn him? 


'Oh were the Father that black thing you think hyn, 


What has the Infant finn'd ! And is this Juſtice, 
To wrong poor Innocence to puniſh Guilt ? 
Oh Princeſs, they are very hungry Hunters 
That thirſt for ſuch young Prey. 
Orund, T muſt confels 
This Infant Sacrifice—— 
 Gleow. Is that Barbaricy | oro 
As bluſhing Fame will break her very Trump 
To breath a ſound fo ſhameful > Diſtant Worlds 
And Ages yet unborn will hear, and tremble 


| At this Recorded _Infamy. 


V 


Orund Gods | how ſhe talks ! | | 
Gleows, Bur, oh thou dear All-Goodneſs, ſend thy kind 
Recalling Mandat for that raviſht Tnnocence 3 _ - | 
Snatch the Poor Lamb from the Wild Ravenous Wolves, 
And give him to a Longing Mothers Arms: 
Oh Royal Virgin, Love will one day make 


. Thee a bleſt Mother too, and chen thou'lr feel 


A Tender Mother's Love. 
Orund. Where am I going ? } | | 
Oh let me fly, fly whilſt my Soul ſtands ſafe; | [© 4fat. 

T feel a foftning Mercy riſe within me: | 

Thro my weak Veins its —_ Poyſons 'Poſt, © oe 

One dangerous Minute more,.-and lam,loſt. 1  CExeet 
Glow. And does ſhe fly me too? | Oh take Dear Earth + [Lyes down: 

The Miſerableſt Wretch, that the Sun ſees, £24 971g 1h fin: n1-bY 

Or the Grave hides! Oh Miſery like mine ! 1 10913: | 

3 Ezter King, Otrantes, «u#d-Magi. |. © 
King. Thou lovelieft Child of Woe, and Heir:of PitY 
The Faireſt Pile of Beauteops Roigs, riſe | 29701013 
- : 2 
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Clos. Ha! I&t my King that ſpeaks? and can that V\ 5 T 


Of Thunder breath the Gentle Name of Pity ? -- - 
- _ Kare. Yes, Mourning Sweetnefs, my Tmperial' Ballance 
Has weighed cthy Miſeries, thy Teats, thy Ruines 3. 
And tho Hozmzidas juſtly ſuffers 
Gleom, Juſtly ! 
K:zs. Thy Innocence, poor perſecuted Fair, 
Has undeſerv'd his Fate, and therefore ſummon'd 
. By Mercies tendereſt Call I come to raiſe thee - © 
A Drooping Lilly from thy Watry Bed, 
Thy Gloomy Shade of Death ; and Plant thee Bleſt - 
In: Life and Glories warmer Smiling Sun. 
Cleem. No King , that ſmiling Sun is now 
Beyond thy Power to give. Is there a Balm 
For Wounds like mine?— So the relenting Thief - 
Rifles the Plunder'd Traveller, ftript naked 
To the cold Blaſt of a long Winter's Night, - 
To ſtarve and dye; and his-Dear All took from him; 
Returns him only. ſome poor worthleſs Ragg 
To cover Shame and Life; and calls it Mercy. 
. Keg. Dear Rifled Fair, thou art that plunder'd Travelier, 
And 1 the Kinder Thief, as will not only | 
Reſtore thee thy Dear All, but more than all. - 
Gleam, What ſays the flattering Sound ! - 
Kizg. I come- to call thee 
Forth from thy dark and ſullen fate; root up. 
Thoſe hungry Cankers of thy Youth and Beauty, 
Lean Cares and meager Sorrows; To unlooſe thee _ . 
From fall'n Horm1das dragging Train of Woes, - 
And in the Great Otraztes kinder Arms 
_ Cleom. O my chaſte Ears ! - | 
K:2g. Javite thee to reviſit Light, prepare thee -- 
To mount once more. a Bird of Paradice, 
New plumed wich Glories, all that Life and Love—— 
Gleom. How King, deſert the Bed of .my dear Lord, _ 


And in his Arms ——— 
King, His Arms my Royal Fair. 
Alas, Sk Shrowded Excelftence, put out--- 
Thy poorer Smoky Brand that leads to Graves, 
And light a Nobler Hymens fairer Torch OE 
Wed him, and with him me 3 ſhake off thoſe Shackles - 
That Bind' thee groveling to a Bed of Duſt, _ 
And in this Livelyer Bed of Honour ——. FEE ms 
os Honor: - | Py $ OOTY Wb {6 
Cleom. Oh King namore: 1:7 96 NY vi 


- Is this the All, the more than all-you bring mes * 7 ft 
{5 S 1. 
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Cay... Eto 2 

Think'ſt thou miſtaken King, Tani Rl i low © oe NED 
That for the purchaſe of a Likes fhort afity, OO ENT INE 2 
A little popular Breath and 'guilded Dtofs, Be pena 
I'le pawn a Soul, renounce a fong Eternity 3 
Oh canſt thou think my Vertue and Religion, 
Wall in my heart ſo weak! No; cou'dſt thou monat 
Thar wretch thou offer ſt me ( oh the vile thought ) 
Lord of more Worlds than ere Ambition wept for, 
Or cloyſter'd Vertue ſcorfi'e, thou coudſt nor dreſs him - 
Half, half fo rich, as my Hormidrs Rags. 

Otrant. Alas! Dear Madam 
 Cl:om. Dungeon Toad, darſt thou 
Preſume to croak! Thou art no King 3 no. dread 
Divinity hems round thy ſordid Clod:. - 
Of Earth: But I dare bold!y tell thee, Tyrant, 
Thou pooreſt, littleſt, deſpicableſt Trifge _ 
That trampling Pride ere trod beneath her ſcorn, - 
Tho thy uſurping Villany has rais'd thee _ 
Proud in my dear Hormiazs raviſhe Spioils, - 
Imp'd with his Plumes — Yes, there'thou mayſt reign Lord ; 
But know vain Fool, his Cleowira's Heart's - | ; 
A Throne above thee, Traytor. a 

King. Peevith obſtinate ! CI 
Sor deaf t Ambition, and fo fond of Rags, 
And yet a Woman! Well, thy Sexes Prodigy, 
This Vertue, my coy Lucrece, ſhall not guard theez F 
Thy Crags of Ice, and all thy Alpine Snow; = | 
By. Hannibal, muſt melt. . Purfue. het, Fool, _- [ TOtrantes 
Quit not the noble ſiege ; purſite and ſtorm her, © Si 
And take the promiſe of a King, ſhe's thine. | 

Otrazt.: Thar Guarranty '$ enough to inſpire. Viſory.. 
And if I win her —— ——-: - :. | 

King. If thou doſt not win her, _ 7 
Say. I'm a Gir!, and-. my weak Infant Vengeance - 
More worthy of a Rattle-:chan a Scepter. |. 

Otramt. Gain but-this prize, ye Gods, I ask no more. . . F Ext. 

King. Well,my. kind Sandtity,how does your Wildoms [ To th: Magi. -- 
Your Heav'aly Pallates reliſh my deſign > - I Tr On 

1 Mag. As the profoundeſt Reach of. Royal Thought, 
Your feeble Rage till now has been no more 
Than Lambent Fire ; has only blaz'd, not bura'd. 
To water Camels, hold a Trencher, be 
A Dog; a Varlet; thoſe bis tougher ſcorn -_ 
Of Fate can bear. But touch him in his Love, 

ug. Lnou me rignt, y impotent Reven as: . - | 

Has yet but only play'd; ahh 7 
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But if this laſt home Blow thro* Gleowrra ;  - - 
Strike him not tottering, groaning, bl eding, dying, 
Let him brave! Fate 3 fer up 4 Counter; ſecond 
To the fam'd 4:las, and his untir'd Sonldiers © 
Bear the whole Hell. | 55 
2 Mag. True, Sir, her Love's the Medicine 
To all his Pains; at the leaſt ſickning Gaſp 
Strait to that Herb of Life he runs for-Cure : | : 
But cut the Baim-Rgot up, 'and_he is Joſt. ' '- & | 
3. Mag. Yes, Royal Sir, ahd if her ſtubborn Vertue 
Can be bur ſhaken —— | 
 MKize. If it can be ſhaken! | 
A Prieſt, and ask that queſtion !. - -. | 
Bur I loſe time, in ſhort, my holy Friends,  - 
I want your Learned help. _ "ES 4 
x Mag. Ours, my dread Leige ! 
Oh name the Dear Command. 
K#ng. You fee this dull | 
Religious fondling ſtands fo fortified , ..,.. 
Agua all Batterigs from.Human Reaſon, ...- 
That fubtler Depths, and more upcommon Mines - 
Muſt be prepared for her Aſſault; and therefore 
To your profounder Reach, and deeper Studies 
I leave the whole deſign. T9: 
1 Mag. To ours ! | 
Kt#zg. To yours, exe ro RS 
My honeſt Pioneers : Work, my dear Earthmoles. 
2. Mag. All our divine Aſſiſtance can perform 
Of that, Str, reſt ſecure. If the kind Gods 
On your great purpoſe ſmile, doubt not ſucceſs. 


= 


Muſt my Machine ſtand-ffill > © The time has been _. 
When the fam'd Perſian Magi have been Maſters .. - + 

Of thoſe bold Arts, and Charms have ftagger'd Nature; 
Wrought Wonders as Day trembled at : Done feats. 
Undreame by Gods. Aad is your Strentgh grown weaker, , 


Kirg. If the kind Gods —— What if the Gods ſtand neuter, , 


Or ſhrinks it ngw t' obey my Pleaſure ? 
1.Mag, Shrmks! I 
No, Sir, your animating Cauſe wou'd rouze 
The Souls of our great-Anceſtors. And all,” Pt 
All that Heav'n will, we can. That we dare promiſe you. 
King. Heav'n or no Heav'n,' my idle Trifflers, do 'c, 
Do it or dye. I know your Pow'r to ſerve me. - 
And dare your Rebel Will diſpute my. Mandates! 


H.4 3) Ji SO fit 2-0 
Tr Mag. Heav'n or no Heav'n US it ſhall be done; ;-:: + 1:1: 


Tf the Gods will be kind, they may; if nor, 
It che aflifting.Powers abgye are ſturdy, 
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' We have honeſt Frieds below- ſhall do'r without 'era: 
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King. Go on then wy beſt Friends'z - ſacceed and claim__, '-, 
My kindeſt ſmiles, win her and conquer me. *-. 9% ENue Sr 
3 Meg. Do it or dye. 44K ED x hes 

1 Mag. So run the Prologue, but | 
Win her and conquer him made up the Chorus. 

3 Mag. But Sir, conſider th* hardy Eaterprize. — 

1 Mag. Confider , Younger Brother'!'- yes,. dear Novide, 

T have conſidered... - REES byes, 

3 Mag. Oh the mafſey Vertwe ! 

The Rock of Adamant we have to ſtorm - 
Such mortified diſdain of Worlds, ſach Faith, 
Such Conſtancy. PITS 9s _— 

1 Mag. No Fool, ſuch Clay, ſoft Clay, ' . WEL 
'As never fear the moulding. See this Ring, '*  [ Takeng aut a Ring 
This homely Ring enricht with more than Gems out of a Box}  ; 
The Workmanſhip of an Arabian Sorcerer: 

In this inchanted Circle dance thoſe Devils _ 
Of Love ; not Pride, Scorn, Vertue, Nuprial Fire. 
Or Virgin Ice, nought Female ſtands before it. - 
This Rarity of Art ( to tell the Truth ) 

Is a ſmall Inftrament of my own pleaſures. - 

2 Mag. Juſt my own Too  _ x 

1 Mag. And to be free, my Brothers; penny | 
I'never ſaw that Beauty, Wife, Maid, Widow © 
Humbly or nobly born, the Spawn of Cots 
Or Palaces my hawking Eye ere fixe on, 
But with this faichful Engine I ſabdued her: 
Not the fond Loadſtone t its dear North fo kind 
So melting kind —— Pardon my- Vow of Chaſtity, - 
For Fleſh and Blood -in ſpight of our Divinity, | 
Sometime creeps in, a common: Venial Frailty: 

2 Mag. Oh Brother! 
Thou haſt hit my Soul, I have a Philter to 0 
A private Pill for crude, weak ſtomach'd Beauty. 
A Compound of that ſtrange prodigious Vertue, 
That more than Magick. Pawer, that yielding Woman, —<' 
Bur I calk time away 3 the pretious Minutes 
Cali us to action. Our joyn'd Force, 'my Brother, 
T' attack this ſtubborn Girl. 

1 Mag. Yes, my coy Vertue 
Religion and ſtiff Morals hold your tougheſt ; 

And it we do not crak your feeble Gordian —< 

3 Mag. But if fo fair your hopes; ſo ſure your Arts; 
Why that flow Anſwer to the King? © 

x Mag. Fys Fool. | 
We muſt not cheapen Miſchief. T* have been eaſy 


> -< 
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Had noderpriz'd the Works: made dee! ze | ' 3 
= S the con cats we ro ob hay M LETRE | 
oy ene 1 f 
And then Goals he Fi e Elixir. FINE 
The Cons changes. Roda Cleomira purſued by Otranees 
Cleom. Was ever perſecuted Vertue - 
Worried by ſuch a Bloodhound ! 
Otrant. In vain: in vain you-fly:me.. 
Cl-ozm. Fly thee Monſter ! ; 
Otrazt, I tell thee lovely: fugitive, T'le chace- thee 
Diſdaining, frowning, flying $3 and untired- : 
With Love hunt on, and even, whole years purſue thee. 
Gleom. Years! is that all, yes Slave, purlue 0 me gs > on 
4, have a long Erernity a Wunels, E: 
Hos I. can loath a Villain. | 
at, Fair Barbarian, }. 
Why 1s Fe Heatt all Ice ? 
Cleom. Ice Fool, No *tis all Chryſtal | 
Too pure to hold thy Coley; | 
Otrazt. Cruel Fair, 
Cou'dit thou but love. 
Cleom. Love thee, black Infidel! 
No 3 deſpicable Wretch, not are robe 
Bears 2 more mortal hate ro wrinkled bas 
Nor hoarding Miſers to-a Grave, thanT 
Bear thee. | 7 
Otraxt. If I've deſerved all this diſdain, | 
I'll call th' acteſting World my Judge, ith* Face © 
Of open Gay, proclaim tþ' inviting Glories : 
That call thee to my Arms, thou Fair ungrateful. - 
Gl-oxz. Ta open day — Thou canſt.not pleaſe me better 
Yes, in the face of Heav'n, thar all the whole 
Ecernal Hoſt above may ſtand the kind 
Specators of my Honour and thy Shame. 
Nay, when thou haſt tir'd our Light and Day to chace me, 
Haunt me ( if | nga to Shades fo clole 3 
And Walks fo dark, as Hell can only pee through. 
Oh the {ſweet pleaſure © have thy own dear grinning Imps ok 
BeFold me ſcorn their Elder Brother. Devil: L Extt: 
Otrant. So tough my Pride, ſo fierce my battayling Tyrant ; 
No my fair Foe, I am not conqurerd yet z 
Tle rally once again and brave.thy. ſcorn. £4 going after her: 
Exter Hormid 
Horm. Stay Earth-born Meteor, Muſhroom Gerearanls ſtay: 
Otrant. That lorerrupting Face ! x 
- Horm, How Interrupting ! 
Is there that Terror in this humble-Form , 
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( 33) 
Thy Pride's low Footſtool and thy trampled: Slave, - - 
As can check Thee? Thon whoſe proud Phaeton Wheels 
' Have driven or'e burning Temples, butchered Innocen 
The reeking gore of thouſand bleeding Martyrs ? 
Otrant.” Ha ! ; 
Horm. Thou who Faith, Honour, V Conſcience, Heay'n 
And all its Bolts defyed, haſt play'd the boldeſt Voyager, 
That ever ſhot Ambition's darkeſt Gulph, Se 
Through Plots, Conſpiracies, Treaſons, Murders, Perjuriespall 
Above Gigantick Size 3 | 
Original Villany, Crimes even unminted,. 
In the whole Forge of Lcefer. 
Otrant. I tell thee, 
Thy iran roo ſultry, and this haughty Boldneſs _—— 
or. This Truth, this honeſt Truth, your Glories Panegyrick, 
E. 


And ſung by-me, my Duty and Allegianc 
What can your humbleſt fattering Slave do leſs, 
Than chant his Lord and Maſter's Io Pears > 
| Otrant: Such Infolence from any other Tongue ——— 
Burt I forger — I mount upon thy Ruines 
And talking Miſery, I can forgive thee. - 
Horm. Ruine and Miſery ! No, miſtaken Fool, 
| Thoſe are thy Portion — Dull, dull Wretch how much 
My Rags outthine thy Pride? Theſe pitied Raggs D 
Shall cloath my Name with never dying Honours, 
When thine ſhall ruſt and canker into Poyſon 5 
The ſhort liv'd Blaze of thy deteſted Glories 
Hiſt -to their Grave, and hooted from the World. 
And then (Oh) what a little carniſhe thing 
Will that now glittering piece of Vanity look, 
When all 'its Gold's waſht off! 
Otrant. Poor Snarler, how 
Thon play'ſt the Prodigal ! thy Breath is all 
\ Thar's left thee, and even that thon ſpead'ſt in vain : 
Tle hear thy babling Dreams no more. | 
Horm. Not hear %em ! | 
"No, thou haſt dreamings of thy own to liſten to, 
Thy conſummating Maſter ſtroke of Villany ; 
Thy Tarquin Siege of Gleomira's Hearts 
The Bloudhound Chace of that fair hunted Vertue: 
Otrant. Thy Gleomira's Heart, Ha! does that ſhake thee ! 
Horm. Doſt thou ſhake her 's the Queſtion ? Shake me, Brute ! 
No, thou poor little ſtingleſs Animal, 
I and __ apes SCOID nm 
t ttay, pernaps thou iovelt —— Who knows but a bright Beam” 
From thar fair Heav'a has light this Crawling Maud, —_ : 
And warm'd it into Love ? PE 


"i (34): : 


Love did I ay ? thou couldſt not pleaſe me more. 
Purſue, love on, ſtrow all thy Baits of Power 
Before her : Fix thy Mines, Trains, Engins, all 
Thy planted Batteries of Hell againſt her z 
Of all the Trophies that my Wrongs, and even 
Her Pride can wiſh, ſhe wants but ſuch a Lover, 
And I juſt ſuch a Rival. 
Otrazt. Death and Furies ! 
This arrogant Contempt's beyond all ſufferance. 
But that the King has tyed my Arm from killing thee TR, 
Thou ſoon ſhouldſt know Laying biy Hand oz his Sword. 
Horm. That thou're not he can kill me. | | 
Otrant. Can kill thee ! 
Horm. Yes, mighty man of Breath ; | 
This unarm'd Hand my Feeble Thunderer tells thee, 
Though'thy black Soul wears Villain enough abour thee 
To with my Death, yet thou want'ſt Man to a& ir. 
Otrant. Oh my tyred Patience ! I can hold no longer : 
"To make thee feel my keener Vengeance ſmart, We 
Ple ſtab thee through thy Cleomzrra's Heart. CExt. 
Horm. Not yet unpitying Providence! And (oh) 
Coy Death, why comes thy courted ſhafr ſo flow ? 
Nor one kind Dart for thy poor Suppliant Slave ? 


. $ it ſo long a Voyage to a Grave! 


Enter Theodoſius. - ; 
»  Theod, What have my Eyes beheld > Oh my Hormidas ! 
If my aſtoniſhment has lefe a Tongue 
To utter it, I come to tell thee Prodigies. | 
Horm. Alas dear Prince, Luſt and unreignd Ambition, 
Drive the mad World at that diſordered Rate, 
That Prodigies now grown the Common Work 
Of every Day, muſt ſure have loit their Name. 
Theod. As on Euphrates Banks my Penfive ſorrow 
For the poor bleeding Chriſtian Wounds, and all 
My dear Hormidas Wrongs led me this morning 
A Melancholly Walk ; bruſh from a Thicket 
I faw a Lovely Hind, her Milk-white Skin 
Not Virgin Snow more fair, till in a Toyle 
The beauceous Fugitive was loſt- But oh ! 
Juſt as the Savage Hunter's Griping Hand _ 
Seizd rhe fair Prey, I ſaw, to my ( 101 
Her Ermine-White Transformed all of a ſuddain 
In darkeſt Sable dyed, not Jet more black. 
Horm. This was Indeed Prodigious! 
Theod. So Prodigious, 2 
The very Hunter funk beneath the Prey, 
And dying fell! a Victim to a Victims 
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Even iy own ſenfe was ſtruck with that amazement, 
As ſcarce my trembling Wonder has recovered. 
Horm. This Prodigy indeed is more than Wondrous, 
And carries in't no doubt ſome dire Portent. 
But what — the Event alone muſt only Tell. 
Alas the Bounded Eye of Human Knowledge 
Sees only backwards; there through ſpacious Regions 
Vaſt open Plains, and Thouſand Years behind, . © 
Our Guided Reaſon lights 3 but the vaſt All 
Before us lends not one kind Starry Spark 
One Minute of to Morrow's all ith Dark. | : TOA 
Theod. But hark. | CThunders, 
So loud a Storm my Young Ears never heard, x fs 
Unleſs theſe Roarers of the Sky are only | h 
The Revellers of Heaven, and Tune for Pleaſure 5 
Some more than Common Cauſe leads this rough Dance: 
Horm. Tis a rough Storm indeed ; bur th'angry blaſt - 
Of Thunder let the Proſperous Guilty dread. 
My Miſeries, young Prince, are paſt that fear, | 
Heavens keeneſt Boule would be a Mercy here... ([Exeuzt. 


Ems ARus Tertii, 
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| Otrantes ſolas. 
Otrant. O H the vaſt Riot of Loves Revelling Feaft ! 


I have Enjoy'd a night of ſo much Raptare, 
The ſofteſt, ſweeteſt Cleomzre mine ! 
Oh Laviſh Providence, in this one Treaſure | 
Thou haſt made me Lord, Lord of that Infinite Maſs, 
Enough to Impoveriſh Earth and Bankrupt Heaven ! 
But why do I name Heaven? had the great Jove 
In his Eternal Rambles mer that face ! 
Her fingle Charms had fixt th'Almighty Wanderer ; 
Shackled th'\unbounded Rover of the Skies, 
And peopled from one ſtock the Heavens with Gods. 
Enter Cleontes and Doranthe. 

Cleont. Well, you have got the beauteous Cleomrra. 

Otrant. Got her, and with her all the Joys of Life! 

Dorant. If the gay Spoils of the. once great Hormidas 
Make up the Joys of Life, thoſe Joys are yours. 

Otrant, Bis ſhining Treaſures are not only mine; 

| | F 2 | Buy 
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But I am greater yet. : 
Cleont. Yes, happy Sir, hens ; 
1] chat the Favourite of a Kihg can be you are. 
Otrant. More than the Favourite of a King Iams 
The Son too of a King. 
Gleoxt. How, a Kings Son ! 
Otrazt. His Son, whilſt Cleomira is his Daughter. 
Cleont. My Cleomira a Kings Daughter, ſay you ? 
Otrant. Your Cleomira th'only true bora Daugh 
Of the great Iſazgeraes. mY 
: Cleont. Cleomira, © 
. Heir of the Perſian Crown ! Ith' name of wonder then. 
Whole Daughter is the Princeſs Orundana? 
Otrant. Mine Sir. . 
Cleant. Your Doughty Race ? 
Otrant. My Race, my Daughter, 
Born of that very Alexazarian Captive, 
Suppoſed the Mother of your Gleomrra, _ ; 
Cleont. More Riddles yet: An Alexanarian Captive 
The Princeſs Mother ! 
Otrant. Yes Sir, and my Wife: 
For though indeed our Marriage we Conceal'd, 
That Alexanariaz Captive Sir I Married, 
And by her had that titled vanity, 
The now Imperial towring haughty Orundara, 
Cleont. Pray Sir unriddle this Miraculous Tale: 
Otrazt. You may remember now near Twenty Years 
The King was Busband to 4 Young Queen, 
The fair Mazaana.; and by *r 
The Father of an Infant P ;aceſs call'd Orunaana, 
Cleont. Remember't ! ay too well, by this ſad Token, 
Th Unhappy Queen, with her young Princets, then 
But Eight Months old, were barbarcuſly betray'd, 
And fold to Proud Zoranes King of Arabia; 
And Perſza's Mortal Foe. One Fatal Evening 
Taking the Air upon Euphrates Streams, 
The vile Bazoas her Perfidious Eunuch, 
Chat Barbarous Wretch bought by th'4rab:azs Gold, 
Hurried her down the Stream too far and much | 
Too faſt for all her helplefs' Guards to reach her. | ” 
Otrant. Thoaffilicted Queen thus loſt, in nine long Months Captivity, 
Sickning and almoſt drooping toa-Gravez - | 
To fave the Branch, though the Fair Tree were loſt, 
nough watcht'too-narow-for her own Eſcape, 
Contriv'd a Plot to have her-Royal Infant 
Reſcued from all her-unl{uſpe&ing Goalours, 


-- And ſeat a Preſent to her ing 'Lord, 
.- An reſen os Mouraing Lor Cleont; 
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Otrant. Yes Sir, to have a borrowed Infape. - X : 
By my afliſting hand, conveyed tofill --:'+_//.} - 

The Royal Cradle, and ſupply the Priacels.- 

Gleont. So Sir. =l 

Otrant. I being then her Envoy from the King, 

Own'd my whole Marriage ro her Alexanarian - 

(She with my Siſter the young Princeſs Nurſes, 

Then the only Per/7az 'Train her Raviſher left her.) 

Off ring an Infant Daughter of my own. 

Gleont. Moſt kindly done ! ; 

Otrazt. In ſhort, all things prepar'd, 

E made the exchange unmark'd and unſuſpeRed. 

Gleont. Your Daughter for the Princeſs! very well. 

Otrant. Here a ſtrange tempting Thoughe of warm Ambition 
Whiſper'd my Soul, that this Exchange well manag'd 
Might mount my own Tranſlated Veins to Empire. 

Cleont. Sweet Villain ! . 

Orrant. As I exposd 
A Daughter to the ſullen chance of Slavery, 

Why not to th' Golden Lot of Glory too? 

T'th dying Eyes of the Sick Queen too plainly 

I aw approaching Death, and in her Death, 

The Buried fecret ſafe, the only Councel-Keepers,. 

A Wife and Siſter, -both ſoft Wax to mould at pleaſure... 

In leſs than one ſhort Moon the Queen expired, | 

How by the King deplored, I need nor cel], 

Nor on what Terms the Princeſs was redeem'd,. 

It is enough my Daughter was that Princeſs. | | 
Gleont. Rare Rogue. [Afeae;. 
Otrant. And to a Roya] Fathers Arms received* 

More than a Princely Bleſſing. For (alas) 

All things conſpired for the Deceipr : for nine 

Kind abſent Months in a young Infants Pace 

Had worn out all Diſtinctions of. the change. 

Cleont. Here's a {weer Dog. [Aſede, 

Otrant. But to conclude, | 
My Alexazarian not long ſurviving, 

I gave the Royal Infant ro my Siſter, 

And call'd her Cloexzira, now no more 

The Imperial Orunaaza 3 for that Title 


[die 


' My more exalted Blood had filled. 


Cleont. Well Sir, becauſe 
The dying Queen left my falſe Beaſt, your Siſter,. 
And the proud Slave, your Wife, the only Confidents,. 
Your itching Pride thought fic to graft your own. 
Moſt hopeful Brat into the Blood of Cyr. PEN 
trant. 
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Otrant. Yes, Friend, but now my Cl-omiras Charms 
. Have nurſt a nobler Pride 3- ie to the King, 
Implore his pardon for my bluſhing Fault ; 
Unmask th' whole Truth and own my-ſelf. his Son, _ 
Gleont. You are ſure you will ? Slag 
Otrant. Yes Sir, I will dot. | 
Cleopnt. Yes Sir, you ſhall do'r, 
Do'r, tho it coſt your Head 3 your Head bold Jugler: 
Here's a fine Legerdemain put upon | 
A whole cheated Kingdom: and my precious Imp 
In the Conſpiracy ? Ky 
Dor. Alas, dear Sir, | 
Perſwaded by a Brother — —— 
Cleont. By a Devil : | 
But by this light, Ile inſtantly to th* King 
And ring him ſuch a Peal — — | 
 Otrant. Stay, Brother, ſtay, 
All ſhall be well. 
Cleont. Well, in the name of Vengeance! 
Otrant. Upon my Word, my Honourable Word, 
Before to Morrow's ſetting Sun, the King, | 
And the whole Court ſball have the Tale at length. 
Oaly *cis fit chat farſt I break the Secret | 
To Orundana, to prepare her Ear * 
For the unpleaſing ſound. 
Cleont. Well till to morrow, 
For once I will ſtrain hard ro tye my Tongue up 3 
Bur ſuch a Curſed Chear | 
Otrant. No more 3 the King. LExeunt, 
| SCENE 2, | 
Enter King, and ſome Attendants. 
King. Have you performed my Orders ? 
Attend, Yes, if Tortures, | 
Wracks, Blood and Death in Thbuſand various Forms 
Be the performing 'em, we have performed 'em. 
K:zng. Oh what a Barren Toy], and fruitleſs Labour 
Has my miſtaken Vengeance undertook! 
The Extirpation of this Chriſtian Race; 
A work wou'd baftle Hercules. His Hyara 
With all her ſpringing Heads, alas was nothing 
To this more Growing Monſter —— Death, 
They Seed by Graves and Multiply by Deſtruction. 
Gods ! even the very Dead Convert the Living. 
Lovely and Charming even in Ghaſtly Wounds ! 
Almighty Rhetorick, in each dying Gaſp, * - 
And every Groan an Orator ! Oh Zeal! 
Ql: Faich ! How unaccountable's thy Power ? 
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OS. Evxter Theodofins. _ 
Thead. Forgive, dread Monarch, an aſpiring: Gazer 
Whoſe ſoaring Eyes have dar'd uplift a Heart, 
A Bold Oblation to Imperial Beauty. ee 
But Or«ndana's all Commanding Charms . | 
Have that Refiſtleſs Power ! and oh great Sir, __. Lees, 
If Kneeling Love, and all my Suppliant.Sighs —— 
Kzng, Riſe kind Petitioner, I underſtan hy 
Thy Pleading Suir, and grant thy Prayers unheard: 
And fince, Dear Prince, thou art adopted mine, 
Be nearer ſo z— My Daughter is thy own. 
Theod. Oh my Immortal Joys! Let me Embrace 
Your Royal Knees ! ; 
K:ng. No more my Son: The Debt 
You owe in Gratitude to I/azgerdes, 
Reſerve and pay in Love to Orunaana. * 
Theod, Bleſſing like this !— 
K:#ng. To ſeal the Gift I make, 
I'll inſtantly diſpatch Embaſſadours - 
To Conſtantinople, to the great 4rcadins = p 
For his aſſenting Hand to tye the Goratar. | 
Theod. My Fathers binding hand 3 Yes Generous Monarch 
His Pride will ſoar with mine; A Love fo high | 
Will more than Crown my Youth, 
And bleſs his Age. LExeunt Omnes preter Theod: 
Bur oh in all my Bliſs I mount too late, | | 
Poor loſt Hormidas to avert thy Fate. 
I fear Thou'rt ſet, fer in fo thick a Night : 
As my Meridian Glory cannot light. ' [Exs, 
SCENE 2. - 
Orundana 4x4 Otrantes attended by Briomar azd Gobrias, 
Orund. How Sir ! The Great and Glorious Cleomire, 
Heireſs of Perſia, Iſdigerdes Daughter ! 
- . And the Poor little Humble Orundara, | 
That low-born thing muſt call Otrantes Father ! 
Otrant. I muſt confeſs 'tis an ungrateful Hiſtory 3 
And (it's) no doubt, theſe ſtaggering ſounds ſurprize you; 
Oraznd. Surprize me! No, have I not heard it our, 
Heard the Aſtoniſhing ſtupendious Tale, 
With all the Patience of a liſtming Wonder ? 
Otrantes, Tis true my Love, a more than Father's Love 
Took thee a tender Budding Flower, tranſplanted thze 
Into the Royal Garden; and to ſnatch thee 
Back to thy Native humble Root again, 
Is hard, is very bard z—— Bart oh 
I cannot ſleep in Cleomird's Arms, — 
Bur I malt giye her back her Rayiſht Birthright, 
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Almighty Love, Command their Reſtitution © © 
Orund, Hold Sacrilegious le Belle? &,. hold; 
Silence this Impious this Audacious Blaſphetny : © <= © 
Thine, thy Baſe Blood, A Cloven-footed Cub, 
From that Black Hel-hound? Villain; Villain, nevet 
Was ſuch accumulated Maſs of Treaſon - + 
Together heap'd, fince the Embattel'd Giants | 
Pil'd Rocks on Rocks to ſcale the Throne of Gods ; 
Infernal Impudence! Say Briowar, Gotrias 
Didit thou 'ere hear the like ? 
 Brwm. Hear Madam? no; 
Nor hope e're: ſhall : *Tis that Original Impudence, 
As is impoſlible ſhouid ?ere be-Copyed. 
Orund. Nay, was there ever ſo much hardned Falſhood, 
Such Canker*d Poyſon'd Lies hatch'd at one Birth ? 
Thou art ſo rank a Rogue, not Poet's Raptures, 
Not Madmens Dreams, not Swearing Lovers Oaths, 
Nor even Religious Legends, ever forg'd 
With half thy front of Braſs. | 
Otrantes. Yet hear me, Madam. 
Or4nd. No I have heard too much, and to Reward - 
Thy bold tongu'd Guilt, by the wrong'd Blood of Cyrus, 
By all my Towring -Battlements of Glory, 
Supported by the Tutelar Gods of Empire, 
Traytor, Ile have thee wrapt in Pitch, and Burnt, - 
A Blazing Torch, to light me to my Throne. : 
Otrant, Oh whither does your Blinded Paſſion drive ! 
Recall your wandring Reaſon and Confider — 
Orund, That thou'rt a Devils Yes I have Conſidered, 
Now thy detected Plots are all unravell'd :  _ 
Now poor Hormidas, that Betray d Wrong'd Virtue 
Too plainly fell-thy black Ambitions Sacrifice, 
His Leading Falt but a preparing Step, 
To Orundana's Throne. 
But I am too tame z Seize, ſeize the Traitour, ES. 
And in his hearts rank Blood [Gobrias and Briomar ſeize him. 
Otrarnt, Yet hold fair Savage. | 
Yes, you may Kill mes — 
But have a care my unbelieving Parricide, 
Thar» hand that Murders mee, ſtabs thy own Father. 
Orand, My Father ! Death! _ © 
My Father, Fool ! how ſhallow doſt thou plot ? 
This Royal Pride, and this Imperial Beauty. 
A baſe bora Cotrage Brat of thy begetting ; 
And that bright Spark of Heaven. 
The facred animating Fire that lights 
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This Hollowed Mine, Great Orazdaza's Soul 
Struck from thy Dunghill-Alint, dull ſenſeleſs Traitor ! 
Methinks ic almoſt makes me fimile to think- | 7 
How tickled will the laughing World, receive L 
This fabulous Tale, thou poor Burleſque Romancer. 
Gobrias.. Oh Divine Excellence, your Juſtice moves 
Too flow ! Pronounce but the Commanding Word, 
And this Commiſfton'd Arm ſends his Black Soul . 
Orund. No, now I think on't better, ler him lives 
I ſcorn to take the mean advantage 
Of my own Royal Walls, a Stage too Glorious 
For thy baſe Execation. No Il give 
Thee play for Life, anc hunt thee fairly dead. 
Nor hope to fall a Victimto my Vengeance 
Dreſt in thoſe Gaudy Plumes;z the Per/iaz General 
And the great I/azgeraes. darling Favourite. 
No Slave, before to Morrow's ſetting Sun, 
Expect the wrong'd Hormidas Reſurrection. 
And when thy uſurp'd Laurel all Reſtor, 
I've ſtript thee to thy ſelf a Naked Villain, 
Tle have the uncas'd lictle Mungrel Hanged 
In his own Native Kennel. . 
Otrant. Threatning Madam, . 
Your Thunder talks too big! * 
Orand. Arrogant Rebel ! 
One bold word more pulls down thy Inſtant Fate: 
Take thy Face hence; be gon, and if thou canſt, 
Wear thy falſe Head yes, wear it till to Morrow. Exit Otranr 
Oh char ſo poor a Vaſlal ſhould diſturb me ! | 
Ye Gods what unknown fin have I Committed | 
That for. my Puniſhment, your ſleeping Vengeance 
Should ſuffer ſo prophane an Inſolent 
To ſhock the Royal Peace of Orundana? | 
Briom. Alas Dear Madam, never mind the Snarler ; 
Like the Proud Siſter Goddeſs of the Sun, 
Diſgain the little Angry Village-Cur 
That Barks beneath vour Glory. 
Orund, No my Gobrias, 
So rank a venemous Blaſt hong neer ſo feeble, 
Struck at the Root of Kings, the Veins of Gyr ; 
I muſt nor Cheapen Majeſty to paſs 
Forgotten 6r Forgiven._—Oh thac the Traitor 
Stood Mountein high, that my avenging Juſtice 
Might nobly reach his heart, —Howeer for oace, 
Thou under-ground low Wretch, to cruſh thy head, + 
[1 ſtoop to Plow up a poor Mole-hill Bed. CExeunt, 
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SCENE, an Anti Chamber, 


 Exter Hormidas and Lorella. _ 
Loy. *Tis with the danger of my Life that I preſume 
T admit you here ; bur life's not worth my: care, , . 
When hazarded to ſerve ſuch ſuffering Virtue. | 
Horm. Had 1 Rewards to thank thee. for this Kindnefs, 
My ſhowring Bounty —— . 
Lor. Sir I am pay'd in ſerving you 3. 
No more : That Curtain opens to her Cloſer. [Exit. 
Horm. Now King, at this laſt blow thou haſt reacht my heart ; 
Stabb'd through and through my Life, my Love, my Soul! - 
Oh Cleomra ! Cleomira | 
She's loſt, ſhe's loſt, caught by a Gilded Bait, 
A tempting Lure of Power for ever loſt. .. 
Yes black Ambition, with thy Dragon's Tayl, 
Thou has ſwept down that Beauteous falling Star ! 
Oh Woman, Woman, what is thy Foundation ! 
Who could believe that Dear Alk-Aangel Yeſterday, 
Should be All-Fiend tq day ! 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers Cleomira in a Rich Nuptial Hib:r, 
Sleeping on a Couch, | 


But ſee, ſee, there ſhe lies! and oh, behald ' 
All the ſame fragrant ſweetneſs on her Cheeks 
As if ſhe ne'er had {in'd., Not all | 
The Sooty Sulphur in her Veins has ſteyn'd . 
One fading Roſe, or dim'd. one ſullied Lilly ! 
Oh Heaven ! char Treaſon 'ere ſhould look fo lovely.! 
Wake Truth's Apoſtare, fair Perdition wake / 
Gleom. Who calls me, and where am I? For methinks 
I am juſt rowzing from a {ong dead-Sleep 
And ſuch a Giddy Miſt ſwims round. my Reaſon ——- 
Horm. Doſt thou nat hear me yer, Lethargick Infidel ? 
Hangs the black Sleep of Sin and Death fo heavy - 
On thy benighted Soul ? 5 
Gleom. What's that that ſpeaks in Thunder ? 
Horm, ] am the Trumpet of thy Shame; young Syrez, 
Call'd by thy Crying Infamy to. ſound * 
Thy Ecchoing Falſhood, and thy-loud-Tonga'd Treaſon, 
Cleow. Falſhood and Treaſon thoſe hard names for me z © 
Gl:om. Hard names ! thou Gangreen'd Maſs of foul Diſl-onour 
Thou purple Plague, with all thy ſpotted Deaths ! 
Gleom. Ha, who art thou, that. look'ſt like bo. Aaateape) 
Bur doſt not talk like him ? For ſuch wild ſounds 
Such ſtrange Accufing ſounds, ſhould be Strangers... 
To that dear Voice of Peace! | 
Horm. Peace to thy Crimes ! 
"Thou bloated Dungeon Viper 3 Black Adultreſs ! 
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Cl:om. Celinda\. ha, who waits there ? [Stamping. 
Enter Celinda. - . | 
G:l;ad. Did you call 
Me Madam ? | | 
Cl:om. Oh Cow Lo look oe ; Toba | 
"That angry Thing;ſo like my once kind .Lord, 
Talks hoſe wild frightful Words! and with a Thouſan 
All hideous Names too terrible to think on, _ 
Says I am-that ſtrange Spotted Creature !—— Nay 
(Would thou believe't) he calls me an Adultrels ? 
What does he mean Celizas ! 
Horm. Mean Barbarian ! 
| Death! ſhee's all Innocent, Knows nothing ill! * | 
This hardned Braſs, this more than Feminine front's 
Beyond Recorded Impudence ! 
Gl:om. Doſt hear him ? 
Juſt fo he talk*d before, all the ſame wild 
(I know not what) dire Croake ! 
Horm, And thou the ſame 
(I know not what) all Maſquerading Perjury. - 
Oh thou all Blood ! all Guilt ! juſt riſen from 
oy dalilying Monſter's Bed !— = 
leom. A Bed | What ſays he ? 
Horm. The Guilty Kifles on thy melting Lips ! 
Thy ruffled Arms, and-burning Cheeks ſtill Glowing: 
Yet thou'rt all Saint, all harmleſs innocenc Devil. 
Gleom. Doſt hear him ſtill ! am I awake Cel:nda ? 
Or does he Sleep, that makes him alk thus ſtrangely ! 
Horm. Death and Confuſion ! Sleep ! no fair Deſtroyer, 
Thou haſt took care theſe waking Eyes, and my 
Poor Murdered Peace ſhall never ſleep again: _ 
Whilſt thou Gay Yenxs lull'ſt on Beds of Downe; 
Trickt in thy Morning T rim and Fluttering Robes. 
Gl:om. Ha !——Robes ! 
- Horm, Yes, my Proud Wanton Cleopatra; 
Thoſe fluttering Robes, the Monumental Pile 
Of. thy Gay Bed of Death; the Gilded Sepulchre 
Of thy dead Virtue, and thy buried Honour. 
Cleom. Oh TI can hear no more ! Celinaa, ſpeak, 
Say what are thele ! | 
.Celind, Theſe what? TABS We 4269; 
Gleom, Theſe Gaudy Trappangss TONE. | 
Theſe ſparkling Gemms, and glittering Gold ! Speak quickly. 
How came the Mourning Cl-omzrra dreit 
In all this Pompous Vanity ? And ha! _ 
This ſhining Roof, and that proud Bed of Gold! 
Oh my awakening Eyes ! ſpeak Deas Celinas.. 
03 2 
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Where am'I! and what am I! prithee tell me... 
Oh my foreboding Tears! Anſwer me quickly ! 
Unriddle this dumb ſhow of Splendid Horrours. | 
Celind. This Royal Palace, and theſe Nuptial Ornaments, 
And thou the beauteous Pride to great Otrantes —— 
Gleom. Otrantes | _ EY 
Celind. Ris'n with all thy Bridal Bluſhes 
From his incircling Arms. —— 


Gleom. Oh—— [Swooxs and Falls. 


Horm. She ſinks, the-ſioks. 
Almighty Trath, thou art at laſt a Conqueror. 
Convey-thoſe Lovely Ruins from my Eyes: - 
The Stene ſhuts upan her. 
Oh Conſcience! Conſcience! Thou art kind too late. 
Had thy Alarm bur ſtruck b:fore her Fall, 
How glorious had that ſtill Crown'd Beauty lived! 
And oh! how happy had Hormiaas died ! 
| Enter Theodoſius. | 
Theod. Oh my Hormnaas, T've that hideous Story, 
ns Thar Dear Beauteous Innocence, — 
Horm. Has turn'd all black Deformity ; dyed all 
Her Ermin Honour into footy Sable; 
Barter'd her Gemms for Glafs, and poorly ſold 
Her Right in Heaven, and all my Peace on Earth. 
Theod. Oh hold ; forbear this unjuſt profanation : 
Wound not that raviſht Virtue. For by Arts 
Infernal, by the Kings Command, perform'd 
By th'executing Fangs of Power, his Prieſts - 
Thar all unblemiſhr Fair COh ! would'ſt chou think it !) 
Was to that Villains Bed by Philters poyſoned. © 
Horm. Philters ! | 
Theod. By Drugs, and execrable Sorceries poyloned. 
Horm. Poyſon'd ! my unkind King, that was fowl Play. 
'But, ha! a Dawning Joy tells my Eafed hearr,, 
That ſhe's all Truth till, all unſhaken Truth ; 
Only an Innocent Victim fnared ro Ruin, 
And Butchered- in the Toyl, a Bleeding Martyr. 
Theod. Only a fullen Cloud of Hel! prevailed, 
And the bright Heaven Ecclipfed. 
Horm. Oh my enlightned Peace ! 
Yes my fair Saint 3 though chy frail Earth is loſt, 
I have not loſt thy Soul. ——Burl forger : 
Oh ler me run, ran to her Sacred Knees, 
And beg my bluſhing pardon at her Feet; 
For I have wrong'd her, baſely wrong'd her. 
Theod. Wrong'd her?! NY | 
Harm. Yes, Prince, reproacht her with 'a Thouſand all 
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The vileſt Names of lewd abandon'd Woman: 
What though her canker'd Veins run all Contagion 3 
And all my blaſted Hopes for ever die? 
Her ſpotleſs Mind's all white, and at that Charm 
A pleafing Rapture glides all- Heav'nly fair —— But oh ! 
Great Love, how dazling muſt thy Beams diſplay, 
When one poor ſpark oft - Light lets in the day. | 
he Scence opens and diſcovers Cleomira held by her two Women 
Celinda azd Lorel)a. 
Gleom, Why did you wake me 
From Deaths cold Sleep ro burning Lifes hot Fever ? 
Oh Heav'n, Heav'n, Heav'n ! the happy Clzomrra 
Was once your darling care; when radiant Vertue, 
And blooming Innocence fenc'd round- my- Peace 3 
Bur, Oh ! ye faithleſs Guardians of my Soul, 
Ye falſe defſerting Powers! Why. did you baſely 
Shrink like poor craven Cowards from your Poſt, 
And leave me loſt for ever ? 
Gelind. Why thus cruelly 
Do you afflit thoſe fair rormented Eyes 2 
Enter Hormidas. : 
Cleom. Eyes didſt thou ſay ? Theſe treacherous Balls of Fire : 
Oh tear 'em, tear'em out, theſe rowling Brands, 
That only light me ro Eternal Night —— 
Ha ! Stay the growling Fiends, and hiffing Furies 3. | 
Stop, ſtop the Midnight Thieves, and Cut-Throat Robbers 
Of murdered Innocence , reſtore my rifled Trealures, 
And give me back my Peace, my Truth, my Soul 
Oh my ſick Brain! Tear off theſe ſhining Trefles, 
Theſe Traytor Jewels,. and this guilty Gold; 
And give me my dear Rags, 
My lovelieſt, ſweeteſt, beauteous, honeſt Rags. 
Horm. Oh Harmony Divine ! 
Gl:om. And art thou here , | 
My dear wrong'd Lord > Oh thou att come to punith me. 
Yes, Cherming Jullice ſtrike; my Heart ſtands fair ; 
And whilſt the kind Sword kills me, thus Ile kneel, [_K zeels. 
And kiſs the guiding Hand. 
Horm. K1i!l thee ! 
Cleom. Ah, kill me, Sir, for I am too black to live. 
Oh ſtrike: ( Alaſs! ) a very little Blow 
Will do thee Juſtice now, a ſtroke fo eaſy. 
Turn but one frowning Look from thoſe dear Eyes 
And ſtifled in a flagrant Bed of Roſes, | 
Fle fink in Sweets and Dye. 
Horm. No, Ravitht Sweernefs, live. 
And, ob, forgive the. too unkind Hormiaas, | , 
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Fof T have injur'd thee ; given thee falfe Names; 
When oh, fair ſpotleſs Truth, thou bleeding Lucrece, 
An impious Draught of horrid, horrid Philter 
Drencht thy infatuated Senſe all drown'd, | 
And drag'd thee martyrd to that Traytors Bed. Ha 
Cleom. Ha! My poor Heart by ſuch vile Arts betray'd 
Horm. By fouleſt, blackeſt Arts loſt and betrayed, 
Thy Chryſtal Veins and purer Reafon poyſoned. 
Cleow. Nay, then I am not quite ſo black, not all 
So frightful and deform'd a Specter 3 
But thy poor Cleomira has a little, 
A little Innocence lefc. 
Horm, A little! | 
Oh thou all-whitene(s, thy untainted Soul, 
That fair Eternity ſtands ſafe within, | 
And but thy poorer, weaker Outwork's loft —— 
But ha — he lives, th' unpunifht Poyſoner lives! — 
Oh mourning Ph:lomel, theſe lovely Ruines 
Call loud for Blood - And this too tardy Arm 
Delays the avenging Bolt. Yes, he muſt bleed. 
No Chriſtian Shackle now binds up my Arm, 
Now my keen Sword may ſtrike : Toads, Vipers, Serpents, 
The ſpeckled Adder, and the curling Snake, 
Mans common Foe, all Hands are arm'd to kill. 
Cleom. And wilt thou Kill that impious Savage ? 
Horm. Kill him! 
Yes, my fair murdered Life, this Arm muſt carve 
Thy bleeding Honours Monument, rip u wn” 
His poyſon'd Heart, that banefu! Hemlock Roor, 
- And weed him from the World. 
Cleom. Oh let me joyn in that Divine Revenge ! 
Thy (ſingle Arm amidſt his crowding. Followers 
Would be too weak to reach that guarded Fiend : 
And to expole thee in roo raſh a Danger, - 
Wou'd not take his, but hazard thy dear Life. 
No, my wrong'd Lord, let me inſtruct your Vengeance. 
Herm, Oh, ipeak my leading Oracle! 
Clow, Thus then — | 
This Evening when the luſtful Satyr comes 
Keen for his Prey < oh the deteſted thought ) 
Ple have thee planted, hid within his Cloſet ; 
la thy jnſt. Arm the pornted Steel, prepared 
And at th' unguarded Traytors ſafe Approach, 
Then ſtrike for Cleomira. Oh my Lord, © 
Ruſh. on him like a Tempeſt ; bolt, ham headlong, 
Plung'd in Eternal Flames ſo quick, -that Hell 
May {ee him fain, before it hears him falling. 


Horm, | 


Horm. Thou lovely Amazon, my Divine Infpirer ! 
Cleom. Nay to ſecure him there, till then I'le calm 
My Brow, ſmooth my falſe Looks, and dance before him 
A wandring Fire to train him to his Fate. 
Horm. And will my Gleomrra 
Cleom. Oh; -my Love! 
To right thy Wrongs, methinks, I cou'd even play 
The very Hypocrite, a& the true Woman | 
To give that Monſter Death. 
Horm. This is ſo generous 
But (oh! ) this Scorpion Wound has ſtung ſo deep 
That all the Scorpions Blood can never cure ! | 
Oh Love! There ſtands that parting Gulph between us, - 
That to thoſe Arms I never. can return, 
But though my happy Days and: happier Nights 
Are mine no more ; thoſe ſweers I am doom'd to loſe, 
I am reſolved that Heav'n ſhall only find. 
Lodg'd in a Cloyſiter of devoted Penitents, 
Thy mounting Prayers thall ſcale the Throne of Stars, 
d win the Crown of Peace. 
Gleom. A Cloyſter'd Life !- | 
Oh thou dear only Good, and only kind! 
This is true Love indeed that gives me Heav'n. 


Horm. Yes, my laſt Debt Ile pay. I loved thee living, 


And muſt embalm thee dead —— Burt then; oh then 
To all that's dear, Farewel; for we muſt part for ever. 
Gleom. Say not for ever. No, my ſtill lov'd Lord, 

Though theſe polluted Arms are thine no more, 
My Sighs, my Tears, my Prayers ſhall ſtill be thine. 
And when theſe Eyes with endleſs Fountains fed, 
The Earth my Pillow and my Grave my Bed, 
I've worn out Life, and waſht my ſtains away, . 
T''e mount above, and meet thee ſpotleſs there. 
Form. There our new happier Spouſals wee'l prepare, 
In all che Joys of everlaſting Day —— 


Gl:om. But I muſt mourn before I find the Way. [ Exeunt ſewerally. 


 Finis Aus Ruarti, 


ACT: 


48 


A GH V. 
Enter Celinda :ntroducing Hormidas with a Sword 18 his hand. 


Gelizd. M Y Lord, behind that Covert take your ſtand ; 
| And when he's ſafe in your Swords Reach, to his 

Falſe Heart direct your executing Juſtice. L Exit. * 
Horm. Yes, Gleomira, Love and Vengeance call; | 

Thy Tarqutz bleeds to night —— But, oh, that in 

Thy great Revenge this Hand can a& (o little ! 

This Sword, when drawn in Honors cauſe, ſtruck nobly 

All ſparkling in the Front of headed Legions. 

Bur, -with what bluſhing Shame this Arnz muſt move, 


" When it thus poorly ſculks to ſtrike for Love > CExtt. 


| Enter Otrantes and Rugildas. 
Otrazt. Is ſhe: fo hot then for my thirſted Blood, 
And drives ſo furious ? 
Rug. Not a ſtarving Tygreſs 
Can hunt more keen : Already ſhe has perſued 


So cloſe, that with a hundred rancrous whiſpers : - 


In the Kings Ear ( Falſhood or Truth ; no matter 
Her ſubrleſt Engines, Power, Arts, Intereſt, all 
Stand level'd at your Head. | 
Otrant. My Head ! Yes Friend, . .- 
She has given me leave to wear it till to Morrow. 
Rug. To Morrow ! | 
Otrant. So, the angry Orundana. 
The great Diſpoſer of my Fate has fixt 
My bounded Life : My Leaſe is out to Morrow. 

Rag. I muſt confeſs e're you preſum'd to tell her - 
What Veins ſhe wore, you ſhould have firſt confidered 
What Sex ſhe had been too. Glory, Pride, Ambition 
The touching of that nice, that tender part, 

Wou'd ſhake an Angel were that Angel Woman. : 

Otrazt. Trae, I've fo ſhook the Woman in her Veins, 
Till turn'd a Fury, 

She has ſworn my Death 3 and, I am but too certain, 
Will keep her Oath. 

Rug. Will keep it ? 

Otrant. If the can. 

No, my dear Friend, I ſee my lowring Danger, 
The mixing Gall and all the angry Viols 
Juſt pouring, and to ſhield my Head, 


Have 
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0. et te end tres le 
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(45) 
' Have forny*d that glorious 'Counter-plor: -- 
Rug, A Counter-plot ! = S) 1 16 2070 
Ocrant, The Arms of Per/iz are all mine to day; {910311 3641} 
What think*ſt thou if to Morrow wears her Crown 2 | ' | 
Rug, The Crown! | 
O:rant, A Crown, that gives me all my Wits; | | t 
A Crown, that plants me far ahove:the Shock ©. 199 
Of Foes or Fortune*s Frowns, walld in with lafety PRAISE | 
From the weak Blaſt of OrundanssRage's | s rabnr a 1057 oF 
Her Feeble Threats, and Cobweb Plots, all burke. : 1h:8i0c? 
Tis true, the means to reach that Crown j*v 
; Is ſomething of the rougheſt, when my -J26E 
Lyes only through the Life of {/degerdes. 7. 
"OY ſomethiug hard to cut ſo keen — SIE CELWENCLEY 
Rug. Hard! wy tha 203 98H ani 
Orrant. And the thought of Treg <-— Is not 1089 uy 
Rug. Treaſon! Fye! | | : 
Is that a Bar to Souls reſoly*d like ours ? Wi E758 41 
Orrant. Oh, my kind Oracle! 4 +,» | [Embracing him 


We are alone, and ſafe; and in thy Bofotn:** © * & OY 
LHRre, poſe my Heart ; know then this wight:-: j*v420} 3 Lact] aaJ 
ſons Arm bears the proud Fleece of Gold. — | | 


You know, t afliſt. the King's Devotion, every DR: 
One of his Prieſts; his 24 i, 1s admitted 2 £ 
_ his Cloſet prioneet ane;”': | « vv , 


. Alone, and private! Yes, his Guards /Anendants, = 
An a Iremov'd at that commaridet diſtance; - 
As if he ſtudied with the ſame reſigning Faith, ' 
To truſt his Perſon as hetruſts his Soul, | 
Or This nightthen, my Rugildar, I amthat Prieft. | LW TR DEED 
. Moſt excellent! | 3 ob SI vo avg 1G 

er, ha Alas! how 'bafily-- f EDIOVC 4 11 bool lo ds £27612 D124 16:13 207 

Mao diſpatching Inſtrument of Batt: - > [ft bagd edgrm2ugl Siiv $3 goHk 
*d under the wn and Robe of SanQtity, | 

T8! tic .place, hour, all aiding the great Need,- - 
> Doquthe te Miſchief! 

AL, Nay, and my Retreat | gee 
Will be as ſafe as my Approach, / For ſinge-!" 5-7. 50.0707 09990440 oO 29088 
*Tisdeath by Per/ſiz*s Laws foriany Subject 001 ETON Du pp 
The Cloſet of the King -uncall*dto-enter; n 131332102 of 
Who, who ſhall call, when Death has kgn'd = laſt RO SY AOOuE 
Long ſilence, and the Silencer retired: 7:53 <7 | PESHS 2 " 
With all the ſafety and thg RedePof Incivedhace! 21, 103 369 12A 
Ay, and to make his Death paſs cars PrieſEwort; T0 24 OT 
It is but hanging half a dozen of .b03/X f5111518 *05 95: UT EIT <" SUR 
Thoſe ſanftify*d Church-tools, and the Work's dane. 27 TOON ITE FERC 

Rug. O ſobme Reach! EIS v*= 4 9:2 0917 aa 


eifF | H Onan, 


(C50) 


Orrant, Nay, put 'em to the Wrackfift, and perhaps” 7 * 


Some of the ſofteſt pamper*d Fatlings of em, 


That nee felt pain, unleſs from a Debanch, © ' © Os 


May at a Stretch too hard confeſs the very Marder. 

It is not the firſt Wonder of that kind, 

That Cords and Pulleys have perform'd. —- That done, 

His very Death confeſs'd, and Blood reveng' d, o 

The feeble Orundana's Talong parted; - * 

The poor Hormidar, all his weak pretenſions, 

Huſht with a Poniard and my Cleomira,” 

Proclaim*d and prov'd, dreft in her nativeBeams, 

An Infant of the Sun, and Child of Empire ; 

And my great Self the Partner of her Throne, w— 

Rug. Never was Plot fo all wr al | 

Methinks I ſee the Radiant Hoop of Gold 

Already twine your Brow, a Crown, a-Cirdle,: | '> 1 

in which more bright Celeſtial Myriads vines 9 

Then half the Round of Heay?n. Et Va o19% 21 
Otraxt.. A Crown, Rugildas ! .19SE10 6! 2 


Row Fortune for the Lawrels of OT 1 03 ni boy - ®}8} br: Sficls 
One Hand a Dagger and a OO? As 4&1 7 3 2004] 


Re-enter Hormiidas: as v from. bi Shnd dare. 


Horm, A Crown! No; Slave, a Gibbet and x Piomacte. 
Oh bleſt Diſcovery ! Dear Heav'o nat all - 
My ſtudied Vengeance cou'd have 
Beyond this pleafing Sound, 
To tl alarm*d Ear of Royal 7/2iger 


a 


py 
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And guard his Sacred Life; we por tfe's am yKing ttt — 


Oh Cleomira ! Now, Ple do thee noble Jaltice. 
For that ſtain*d'Slave*s black Blood this Sword's toobright. 
No; the vile Hangman*s hand ſhall do theeright, 1055s Jl 


Enter King fobos| $: 


King. Oh, why 2293599 71.2% 
Does the miſtaken popular Adoratien: | | | 
Call Monarchs Heav?n's Vicegerents. DG . lit, deranſe © 
We Sovereign Heads bear Rule like them Ah no?” ' 

- Such difproportion our Domigions hold | 

What Harmony and Order move their Orbsz;: 

And what Confuſion ours > TheinMeaſutes/ = 
Pow?*rs, Dominations, Moy 
And Circles infinite dance th* Eternal Round, 
Without one erring Step, er vendor Wh 
Whilſt even old Hoary Time himſelf, with all 


R4 . _ 


2 (or. 


Ms 
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C51 ) 
His Thouſand, Thouſand regen n;hisBack, 
Beats not one Pulſe uneven h, have ſickly 
Is our diſtemper'd State, our Crazy. Sway? 
Conyulſions and Diſtractions halt our. Days ; 
And our wholeReigg one reſtleſs Ferment all: : 
And we reſemble Heav'n (alas) no-more,; 
Than theirs the Bliſs, and ours the Toit of Pow'r!, 


Ezter Hormidas Turraduced by Orvedans. Me 


Orund, Otrantes arm*d for Jigerder Blood 1 
But ſee, the King! Approach; thou kind Diſcoverer. 
King. Hormidas ! 7 
Horm, If fo poor a vagrant Wretch 
May dare intrude within theſe Royal Walls; 
And Rays and Miſery may be permitted 
To kneel on hallow'd Ground 
Orand. Stand up, Hormidst, 
And boldly ſpeak the Mighty Truth thou-bringſt, 
Thou that art come to.ſave a Monasch's Life, 
Art Heay*ns Ambaſſador, and thy great Caule 
Adorns thy pooreſt Rags. 
King. To fave a Monarch's Life ! 
Horm. To fave the Life of Royal Jdigedes 
Oh the moſt Impious Execrable Treaſon: - | 
That ever calPd up Hell, or call'd down. Vengeance! [5-14 
King, Treaſon! From whom? 
Orund. From that unparallelPd_ Villain, |; 
As Bliſters even the very Tongue that names _ 
That Prodigy, that Monſter of all Moaſters, : . 
Otrantes, Comes this Night to be your Murderer. 
King. Otramtes ! 
Horm, Otrames, Sit,.(" 
That vile, that low-born Slave, the courſeſt Earth. 
That laviſh Pow?r e'er moulded into Honour ; 


So bleſt, ſo favour?d, fo advanc'd ; for all 2101 © He AD 


Thoſe Pyramids of Glory you had raif'd ung; 
Thad By Dagger to their Faxinders Heatt-; 


With his own Hand this Night-deſigns y aur Death... 95; 62 


King. Thon ſtrikſt thoſe Soundgof. Hatroxs. ig 7 Ear, 

As my Faith ſtaggers but to think -Orrantes / o 

Gods! *Tis impoſlible May I beliexe thee! $ £3 
Form, Sir, on the forfeit of my Hopes iti Heav'n,; Vp 

(For Hopes on Earth Pye-nont;;: ac;elſe-'d pledge "them too). 

What I have told you, is Oraculous Truth; - - - 

Thele fi ;hted Ears heard the whole Plotted Treaſon, 
"King. Orrantes Hand ! Ingratitude ſo 4” Ila ! 


_- _— 
PT" 


[Kneele, 


Horm, 


Horm. Nay, this U 3 LI Soo EmAe2T oif 

rm, Nay, this Ungrate & 2 PENIS gl UWNSCL » $327 

_Fo add to Guilt, ſo exquiſitely! wicked, - " RS200LNke 7 215 501: £358 

Comes in the Habit of your Prieſt, and undee:. Jo 95 4 2 TRGLLG 7 

That Holy Robe he brings th? Infernal Dagger. | 528 
Ring. So keen warm Snake ; ſo hot my rank-tooth'd viper! ? = 

PII find you Scorpions that ſhall match your ſting. - L 
Orund. Scorpions! Yes, King, roewze all-your knotted Vengeance: $4 

Whole Years and Ages on "the Wrack, | 

Would be a Mercy to ſo damn*d- a Traytor. 21043 
King. That Hand my Murderer ; and thine, thine my. 

Deliverer ! Gods! which is my greateſt Wonder, © * 

He brings me Death, or that thou'bring*ſt-me Lite! | __ —_— 
Horm. That 1 ſhould bring you Life! Alas! \ air, yn db 

I that ſo ſtrange! Sir, are 70u Et mpINNgN - | 290! 1 ant) 
King. Thy King ! STI 6311.5. $243 23 938D val 
Horm, And is my Duty ſuch a Wonder! cnet F-21906 
: Kizg. Duty to me! My Cruelty and my Shamet - i ra 

Life trom that Hand ! Thou the kind Guardian Angel -.: fu he 

ToCleomira's Poyſoner ? What, with thy Load of Wrongst: 11 179% 20A 
Horm, Wrongs! Breathe thoſe' empty Sounds no mote; - ' 2: 64 won 

Oh, Sir, conſider Pm you Nephew, all-- A 2291318 

My Vems your own; and with my Mothers Milk, 10þÞ 

Suckt in Allegiance to that Sacred Name; : - 2253021 $316) 04 anvil 

Even the firft Breath I drew was-all your own, - 30-9514 51:3 344 OT. .va 


And if at laſt (alas!) 1 leave the Wortd:- ;d8? 2557 7.40" m1 Pom oil; EO 
With ſome ſmall Service to-that Honoured Head, e544 big 2319 380 Þ 
I-only fniſh where I firſt begun ; 174 130? 1 OIBpET il | 


And die no more than that which I was born. 
King. Oh my Awakening Senſes! ©: ©. T 357 257 gov {1 2 
There's ſomething whiſpers my RIPE Soul, 7, erg eF£::033 366 0 


And tells me thou art True. .*- 07 386 vie! C117 250102 qatunn{) 
Horm, That I am true wins will 


King. That thou art true, Confuſion, Horrour, Shame. .--* 
Tear my wrack'd Peace ; and: all my ſhivering Nerves: | 
Start at thy frightful Wrongs. 


Horm. Oh, Sir, no more. t2: UE Gi. HOVE iid 02 
Let me be kill all Black, all ſpotted G Gbite TY ol D 30 20:21; 1 01T 
Ambition, Treaſon, all the ſame ar EEE 0! 328230 3. 21:39] 
For, Oh! to ſee you ſhake-that Noble:Frame;. - | DORFLIVO 2:1] 11319 


There's fomething ſo all Tender WINE, - 
1 dare not purchale Innocence fo .dear,-- 


King. Oh! thou ail Trutha2d3yy. 2% 1 5k. —— -2:Ctll64 melt 1 
Horn, Perlie that Traitors Fallchoed;- 2 VO 19 917 (Oh wr GO 1c oi 
And leave my 7tufh to Heaven. Bitif 0p Injuries” 10 225073 207) 
Mult force a Sigh, and melt a Royal Teas, © #14) -: 19Y bi Wo a0 1 4-9, 

Oh, may that dropping ow $60 npos 5. {i 2:85 
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No taunting Dreams nor Walking/viinixead bp 6i1.ah0'd ; 1 51042 of 

For, Oh! to bell the Peace of that:Erowntd Head, e220] [£4 nar 

Light may my Wrohgs, alt huſhe my"Aſdes dic; ! 01.1 e oven? 
If Heav?n can but forgive as much as]. - [ Exit. 


King. How Rich a Jewel that courſe Casket holds! 
— Put! Ha! dare not think! 


Lull, Conſcience, lull; and dlumb'cidg, Reafari wink :- 3979; _ 
For (Oh RemembranceJy: ifFithoy: ak, 1 ſink. - - 2 1 Exenots 


Scene changes." "Eder Ocrattes djywi' #6 « Magi 


297% "7 


Oh the bemieebine Charm of Beard arid: Sanity?! if 


" Some of %em, as I paſt, whoſe holder Zeal: 


Durſt find a Tongue to Greet me, cryed, All Heat, 

Health to the Soul of Majelly, the Life of. Em 24 

And Bleſkngs Crown his/Prayerst——++i>Ycs a the pleliogs: 
And-all 'thap Bedlch the: Airg.food of Heav'n,. oi) + 

To which this Hour I wing his mounted Soul, . | 

Can give, I bring him, Now a Stroke for Epi! 

Weild Nobly, my bold Arm, butthis-oge Bolt - 

Of Thunder, __ mel Thunderer' s Throne is-mine. « Woh its ,9 
Ha! the King's Cloſet : dpeyiagtſhony PR: | Ls RS ctr mn 
Now boyh bd up the Fever of my Blood: - 3: 2505419732) 
AndeveryPulle of my warm Soul beat bigh,:. 7” 37 


4 Enter King, . wa 


King. Oh, art thou ha. my; Cut-throat | ert.. ; - | Aſides 
Utrant, The King approaches. Now, jnope gc: E: Spirit” 3: DE4 £00 
Of the great Bruzay, the [mortal Gaſſizs,! * <2; 2-017 bn# 
And a whole Roman Senate in:00e; Arm. : - - 11 6} 
» Sd puanctuzFat-c*Iofernal Aſigoation. : Tit : » :; [dfbtrs 
Well, Reverend Sanity, | ſee thy pious | 
And holy Zeal is come to: bring-me Heay *Dalln.£2utT 4 fHdvancing a little neares 
And I thee Hell to thank thee for”r. to Otrantes, 
- [The King Samping ith bs Foot, enter Gobrias, Briomer, 
Otrant. Confuſion ! Artaban, Oftagan, -and ather Attendants, who runin,, 
Betray*d and loſt! and ſeize Otrantes,, pulling off bis falſe Beard and 
ſeizing a large Dagger "_ 'd angler ig Robe, 
King. Yes, ontſide Holineſs, and infide;Deny,: :--. -- - 
We haye prepar'd a Counter-Maſque to match you.. Monemabt c 
So ſharp, my hard-mouth'd Cerberus - Nay, ens; 277 Hd 87.997 


?Twas time to find a Muzzle for-my.Blood 


Otran. True; you hayecaughtime, King. . But doubly dano's my 


þ , F4 


(.54J 
Be thoſe perfſidions Feinds that Ikick the: ToyL:i: 27 ion 2c: 
. King, Ha! Dares he ſpeak: Strike the: NS docions tablans, s 
Down his falſe Throat ? Rip, ripihis Gangeeer'd Heart up. Ae 
@trant. Yet hold your-Royal Vengeance —<precin lute } 36:0 
- But for an hour; I have progeny of: 2% 
Concern your Safety, Peave, - Gloty, Etypicez md 
'Of new {env crogrded Swords; Poyfons, Treafoos qi: ; 1 og 
« King. Treaſons againſt my Lite ank thav; Barhariagy:; 1c +116 5 
Thou, the Difcoverer! No; Slave, Pll ruſt 
'My Life and Thtdne- to Heav'o; - Notborrow.Engines -. 
-From Hell for my ProteCtion, But the Traytor 
Has lived too long» Strike; ſtrikedghe Monſteridead :1! | - 
Quickly, ye tedious Slaves. Þ Whyolifieh bis wh oe ih, onal 
Now, Briomar, Boggs, be falle and :daps, (© 
Be it your Charge to ſee the Yrajine's Carcale,/ lo 81391) prigatind oily 
Dragg*d round the Walls of Beb + then Wo: I m-* jo 27 
-On ſome erected Pinacle, .if/pofitile, .'- /:- ,-: 2 
'So high, the very- Vulcures:to:devaurchim,; 213 gyiloistM 
'Shall droop their flagging Wimp/ ad « eng 17 oe in; 
[ Exeunt ſome paſt "of ke twnndors wah the hy Ocrants, 
But though our juit Diſdain refusdath&Streves - 
Of a Diſcoverer from that blackRaffianz- 0132 © 10/4 
> Tis fit we ſound the Bottom of this ae; 51 
And therefore, Ortagan, g0- PULL 2191LCOET 


4 Of3z 


And ſeize the falſe Kugilds,' - 0. 3s SHA 2it3 fy 
So dipt in his latreigues, cannot de I yen Za 1 249] 2992 01 iyad 8 

Of this Conſpiracy. - If his harden' Gate: 213W VE! | 

Refuſes a Diſcovery, give him the hs nr | 

To ſoften him to Confeſſion, 125 Wer g f Exit Ortagen, 
Oh, poor Hermidas / Were the raviſh'd Coronets ee, 

Torn Fm thy Brow for Oioptets-for this-Villain Þ1211; i ods 18 NO al 
Oh the miſtaken FavoursvPthe E@wn ?:'/ 5112801415 42/1 2: i b- COSINE 


And, Kings, why 2re we Gods ? ?Tis'ttve, theiy: Thond ley." 
rs e Gods, we weild in our Revenge: But when: 


ſhowre our Bleſſings, we are Mon.” | * Cen King and Anendot | 
*>Extcr Orundangs ado _ 7 la% vio J m 
2 83-5205 Z:adt 0 11H 503 1 ig 
ooo - LAS my Life, forgive th* all-manner*d —_—_— 
Ot this N-ſeafon'd Viſe. But-the Conſe , ©". | 0D. 4 
Fhart brin me will excaſe 2 preater Fault, . ii pas b 
Oh, my bright Excellence, PULCRLEIINE > | 
By an Alarm of that ſtrange Horrour, dy 
Ornnd. Horrour ! 246 9 I$50GOD B DIR Si Svc a 
Yes, Prince, the buſie Demans of abe Airy. TELDETS: 09:1 1 hid vm .q155 < 
In cloſe Cabal with their great Lord of oY O: 


Ugre fate this'Niabe-a batching! mighty Mi&hi : Salon 


T : $5 | FF: 
"Till watchful Providence  andabbe *em7J i: 
Look*d down, and cruſt”d the Hy Treaon dead.” 


Enter King reading a Letter, with Cleontes and Doranhe, wich etendinite. 


Dor. Oh, Sir, that Letter to your dying Queen 
To my eternal Shame does but too plainly Fr, 
Confirm the fatal Truth whichl have told you”. | 

King, Too plain indeed. Fx 7 

Dorant. Forgive a Woman's weakneſs Io 
Seduced by a fond Brother's treacherous Art, 

The mad Ambition of the falſe Orramres 

To —_—— iy _ _ 

A Fairy C to the Throne of C | 
Orend, How'sthis? Confution?” © 
King. The true-born Chomira, 


My own Imperial Veins! --...: 
Oruxd. Can there be Truth then! f 


E 4 


[7 Tteodoſ, Auk 
pots his Arms 1 . 


"Dinas 'But, oh, dear Sir, let my.*&peiitivg Tears 
For this black Crime implore your Royal Mercy. 

Cleont. Yes, let her beg that Mercy;-as to hang the Witch, 
Hanging's too 'good for her. If your = aa VIOuns" 
Bo think of any. er Nooſe, 

n my Knees I promiſe you, Your Majeſty, 
Ain all Loyal Duty bound s Jtaithave- , 
An honeſt Husband's hearty Prayers to thank _ for's, - 


Enter Ortagan, and fonotber Arcevdants. | > 


Ort ps t's dread Comprar 
And ieize the falſe Rugild: tex your rr 
alarm'd, and ſheltring jr yerlicbons Hens, © 
But ho ye found, = the ere fo clolely 
to unkenne on 
Atreddy we have: beſet the Prince's Palace, | 23H 
The , nor can he ſcape, ns , 
For the whole Babylow's arm'd x Ge ap chendim. 40 
— — from one of hive 
Prieſts, his igrpioas Ecgine, | 
Aljrady Pve extorted this Sparoobng vitinf i 


Sx tl 


2 20 


That their own hands your Rs Templedh 


And on the moſt wrong'd.V ittue, the Poor! loſt > 515157 Las "a9ob ICOT 
Hormidas, and th? whole ſuffering Chriſtian Race - 


na 952227707 TId32on [T's 


Moſt fafely: threw their own Barbarian Goile: IR I, * 

King. Good Gods! what do-I live to hear ? 

Ortag, And, Sir, r 22 1.15867 352 13 a0 
All the ,whole Chriſtian Blood tha you hve drag; :Mage 1£217:5 7m oT 
Through the wide Perſian World; baspnly bdea-:ri 7; _ lore? Sil; mitaoI 
The crying Wounds of Martyrd lanocence. th 1 nic 007 ul 

King, Thoſe murder'd Thouſands !; Qh: , my burchering Ham” 

Gods! What a Torrent, what aninundation 71 27 3 VAST id 155 


Of loud Tongu'd Blood o'rewhelms my ſinking Soul! 2” NONICHA E6mm5:7 
But, oh Hormidas thy more Shay js cms 3877 Nw, 440 2id 32; tit 74 
Fhine, and thy raviſhd Cleomira's \ Eb 2poMIT <- ©CUSARTO Vit" A 
And, oh, my own dire Doom ! bard By Primee? 17 o! Sei noH 5 VT iO 
Gods! made a Proſtitute of my own Daughten#imo i) nod en aff nn? 
From her molt injur?*d Lord, the brighteſt Worthy 29 V 32172077 &.ak $29: 
That ever ſet on Earth to riſe in Heaven, ! £1 23777 5 owt 060) nels 


The richeſt Jewelifgtn"thax e*xx;Qromdlifep:) 1 claw} i781 00T azo 
T? adorn the blackeft Slave that hemadebe Maha. in vooca off rw) 
Orund. Now, ''rince, where muft your Oru7 G7 © 1: 39 aP amo 


4 — Sw. & 


King, But 17. 0h fly, recal my bloody Edifts- | N t 3Q 
Againſt the Cirriſtian Lives; proclaim theirJagocente,:-* avi) 
Spotlefs as a new born Day : : | [Sroral of ban Lo 
.Afid haſb; kmnd/Z/i>mar, ſeize ' 79m ome ers =O off; nite Order] 


Thoſe holy: Beaſts of Prey, my curſed Drigfts,r1: 1 qo) -ii2<25h 0 0298- arc 
And give *emto a Den of hungry L10d$;; OAT y' noicmliomi2 3: ): 56ld zidt 2-7 
Devourers to Devourers;/and'thouy, Orragery” {1p ne Tioo! 151 91 
Burn all their coſtly Palaces, thoſe Neſts% 3:07 Ii 94207 boot ont afyninn go 
Of pious Luxury, fire their hoarded Treaſures: S102V:C292070 a8 30 2:41:45 182 
Religious Sacrilege thoſe Death-hed Kaylines,” Hoy Snot T aaHd vin, nogll]. 
The Spoils of cheated Souls ; ſet *em T_ 097 yind Igro fk iis nf zh 
A Sacrifice to my Clermird sMVrongs: ci; 02 erayetl nad  bazdeuls 315207! nA 
Orund, Now, now my Doom ! | 
King. Bur fly, call inſtantly that. EG PE EZDONO ay) 

. And her wronz'd Lord, that long Eclipſing Sun, 
Of Glory forth, Q<hacino) Lon 107 y2Co't 212 1272 e209v { DLO 
| Bow down ye Slaves Ss as your Graves1belo ds 08? 23 25.0 ba\ 
With bending Knees, and proſtrate Necks; nettiye'ent.: - -2Loc? Ron Rb bt 
_ Oh! call *em, call *emto their Coronation, Doug; £2 301 

Bid*em prepare for loads of Royal Hoohed>o———. 
Ard ſhow'rs of Royal Tears. (33a! <1 "(Ex 

Ozund, Yet ſtay, ſtay King. ,9qs3? _ 633 50M: , 
Before your Cleomira*s Coronation! 72 5171h ot {37046 2 3 2h 
Perform my juſter Rites, your Orandans Funeral ono mo7? 1512 5: bh. pe 


On Kirg, Pve filPd a ſpacious Arbatiorys: : alice 95 {of 2idl 30-800 
And like the pglitt'ring Charioteer © Rope 4, £540: KG ect 057:219 $4 -voiTuA 
'Drivenmy vait Round for _— ſmiling Years But 


- 


But, Oh! the mighty finiſht Circle's done, 

And I am ſeenno more along long Night * 
King. Yes, thon unhappy ſetting os 
Orund. Well, Sir 

If I muſt ſet, dome this laſt juſt right: 

Tell the vain babbling World, when buſie Fools 

And buzzing Crowds talk little of my Name; boot tt 

Tell ?em, that though my parſimonious Stars L | 

Too poorly furniſht ou a, humbler Clay; | - -- 

Otrantes courſe-born Blood too low for Empire: 

Howe”re, the kinder Gods enricht me with 

That nobler Spark of their own Heay”as, a Soul , 

Of that unbounded Graſp, as could have weilded 

The Scepter of the Univerſe, given Laws 

To kn Kings, driven the Reigy'd World before.me; 

- And play*d hoot the Toyl, Tomy Reporded Memory 


Weite that, and then write this, [_Stabs ber A 
Theod, Oh, cruel Fair, | WT 
What has your Fury done 2: | - LF 


Orund. Only let oot that poor gol Blood, 
That ſhanyd me from the World. 
Theod, Thou rafh, unkind Deſtroyer; 
Oh ! thou haſt raz'd the nobleſt faireſt Palace, 
That ere lodg?d Life, a Temple for the God 
Of Love to ſit'Enthron'd,. Sr_—ns Monarchs. - 
Come Pilgrims to the Shrine. 3 1933 
Orund. Ah! no, kind Prince, - f * 07 : GA offi 
My humble Veins 2352 73 | | 
Theed. FRAN not thy Ti vez, 2263 HRP UL 25523 {16 bf 
Thy Eyes, thy Beauty, thy perial Charms, OVERT Leh 
Wore ul the taxling Drier lane Rt, 7 FS284 21-103, | 
All the fame Heav'aly Fair, The Diamond - + "ou: 
Shines not leſs bright for the conrſe Rock that bred T0 25533235 
Orund, And could you love me ſtil}? 
Theod. Yes, thou miſtaken Cruelty, - 
thou want Bifth for me, for Love like mine ? 
No in theſe dear, dear Eyes theſe lovely Suns, T1 2 
I couklhave'backld my whotetong Life away, OT nn 
Though they bad atom light metoa Cog LO OTH SUPT Ou WIS 
©h, hadft thou truly loved me ? & 11. 3% 4.44 T9 Cece yoo 
Orund. Yes, ſo loved thee ! 
And yet even for that Love I durſt not live. _ 
No, I had a Soul too Great to out- OY 


And therefore with it dye. EE Se L 6b. 
Theod. Set then, proud Star! _ (0003 HL INOS: IE 
Thou faireſt Child of Night's" hd Baton Rail oi 27.5 29h ya 


iS 


WE I Ring. 


053) - 
- Remove that Funeral Obj from-my ſi 
And Kites her in the Sepulchre a pug bad _— 
T owe thy pity?d Duſt that Royal Monument, -- ... 
But now let's find Hormidas : O Cleomira ! 
That Nature ſhould not plead in thy behalf 
« No Sympathizing Notion to preſerve thee, 
Or iaward Touch to ſtop my haſty Vengeance. 
But now thy Father comes to mourn his Fate, | | 
And offer thee a Crown, if not too late, | [Exeunt. 


SCENE LAST. 


Enter Ru ldas , , dragging in Cleomira with a' Dagger in 
S ww S; 22 


Z gk EBcdohamber 


Cheo.. H, whither Monſter, whither doſt thou dragg me? 
Rog. To bear me campany:to. the other World. 
Thou ſayeſt, THO” 


There is a Power above what we Adore; 
FE am ſure to dye, but know not where I go; 
And if thy Heaven be happier than ours, 
Ple cling thus to thee when; thy Saints receive thee, 
And take thy better choice. Fre Frmnel 
Cleo. No, Villain, noz no Murderers come there,.. . | RE 4 
No poyſoning Infidels of thy black Dye: | El Tod 
Hell ſcarce will take thee. 
. If Hell wo?nt take me, then the other muſt. 
And to be blacker yet, ſo much I hate thy Husband, 
That had l time. , 
E-would not kill thee, but-enzoy thee, proud One! - 
Tall, like Orrartes, all thy rifled Sweets, —T 
And Jeave thee more polluted for Hormidas. | 
But hark /: he comes! This I am ſure of, ; [[Claſhing of Swords, 


And haye a chance for more. 
Horm, Not.a Soul enter, as you Joye your General; - [ini within, 
u any band revenge. me but my own,_ | 
My Shame's but half waſt'd off. 


Enter Hormidas.. 


Hm, Where is the Traytor ? 
| Rag. . TÞou hits me right, the Traytor's here; 


— 


— 


C59) 


Hor. Horrour! That Beauteous Prey in that keen Vultures Talons; 
didſt thou never ſee this thing before ? 


LookSs on her well, thou haſt not long to look, 


Nor we to live... 

Hor. What fays the Villain 3 

Rug. What he means todo ; 
Keep off, or by the Sun,. nay, by thy Gods I ſwear, 
if thow approach me, this ſhall enter here. | 

_ O hold, and hear me. 

Rag. What is't thou canſt propoſe to fave her Life? 
Hor. Propoſe thy ſelf, and Pl]. agree to all that thou ſhalt av. 
' Thou canſt not fave my Life, if I ſpare. hers. - 

Hor. By all I Worſhip and Adore, I will, 

Rzg. The King has ſworn my Death, 

Hor. No matter, he 'll relent : 
Pl hang upon his Knees, and wring his Hands, 
Melt with my Prayers and Tears his ſtubborn Heart, 
And beg for all the Injuries he has done me, 
Thy Life, which ſhall atone for my vaſt Wrongs. 

Rag. And when he has given me Life, what ſhall I do with it > 
I muſt for ever live abhorr*d and ſhunn*d | 
A Wandring Scandal _— the Perſian Empire. 
No, I am ſatisfied thou canſt not fave me; 
K is thy fear that promiſes this Pardon : 
The Crimes Pve done;-not Man nor Heaven can pardon, 


NR 


* And, Chriſtian, thou art a Dog if thowdſt forgive me, 


After ſuch Wrongs. 

br, My Faith my Souls at pawn for 't. 

Cleo. ,No, let him ſtrike, I'd: rather die than owe - 
My Life to fuch a barbarous Monſter. 

[Within.] Room for the King.: | ne 4 
| Rog; Then ?tis no time to parley. [Stubs Cleomita. 
Abr. Damnation ſeize the Taſatiate Bloodhound. 

[Hormidas runs at Rugildas, they cloſe. Enter King and Guards, 
Rugildas.ir ehe cloſe tabs Hormidas, and falls. F 


Xing. Part them, you Villains, 
And ſheathe your Swords in curſt Regildas Heart. 
Oh Cleomirs Oh execrable Barbarous Butcher! - 
How is it, my- Hormidas ? 
Hor. Near my kind end, fet me.but nearer there, 
And I ſhall die in peace. 
King.  UnparallelPd Monſter ! * 
What could proyoke-thee to fo damn'd an Aion ? 
Rag. Revenge : I knew that. I ſhould die for them, 
And now they die with-me. 
King. To Tortures with the Slave; the little Life hat $ left "A 


Let hum curſe out. in exquilite Torments. | 


=> 7 © 00; rode; dd thaighete ng; PP: 9a es 2a) 
Ram, cules bop and what moſt vexes me, - | 63) 26 1 


F. Is, that thou art paſt mine, 20111 ow +01 {Died 
br "Kino. Unheard of Wickednef! Drag him hence. | _ __ 


-On Cleomira, if the Wound's not Mortal, 
Loox up to Empire; *tis a Father calls, 
And offers thee his Crown. | ; 

2 Cleo, A Father ! To that honour?d Name thiis let gy FG bow F? 

= - *But to an Empire; King, you call too late, 

-- That Villains Dagger, 'Sir, ' has gone too far ; 5 | 

A Grave, alas,:is all my Birthright now. 
King. Unhappy Innocence ! But "9 Hermydas fare 
- - Hor. Mult follow her. 
All 1 have left to do, is now 
-Only to ſteer this tatter*d wn ow e to Shore, 
"And Land me fafe upon Etern | 
But Oh ! I had oncea little Iaſi Homccnabog 
King. Snatcht from thy Arms by my Barbarian Rage. 
But poſt kind Ar:aban with Angels ſpeed, "TE 
.And bring that Infant-Innocence, that bufalng Siiges ir E126 
- et Afajeſty, the unplum'd Imperial Eaglet; -. wit 3979 5-5 
Back to his Native Neſt, the Royal Cedar, ©: © 07 
 Clee, NowLife and Love, Farewt : To my new Bridat: 
- Eternal Mercy calls. 
| Hor. Oh thou ſoft Sanl ! | | 
Cleo. Farewel. . bs. 29443-3768 B0S3 mi 


* - {A only go to take my laſt kind Sleep, £RrT FF 5: 7 Sr 237 .G 
= That 1 may wake all thine. : by % {57 7 [Bler. 
- - Hor, She 's gone, and dying graſp me by t Hand - "i 8 | 
© offs ſhe were jealous I would ſtay behind her. | 61-123 x 


"King, Oxhat thou couldſt! 4 Crown, Hormidau,——— | 
Hor. . The Vaility of-Crowns I cannot chooſe ; | 3 
1 have a Heaven to find, and'World to looſe. : ! -- : - * [ Dies. 
_ King. Yes, go, bleſt Pair, now more chan Ropul Heirs IS 
> Go to your happy Groves, and there look down 
* On the dim Luſtre of my poorer Crown: © þ oe 
© | Their Reign above me bleſt with Joys Divine, A 
- Tt enyy yours, and you ſhall pity mine, SOT BO 


/ 
' 


> <vow-<—> = rome 


